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^ND OTHER J^OEMS. 



POESY. 

POESY, nor arts nor arms can teach 
What thy sweet numbers to the savage 

preach ! 
Ecstatic pleasures seize th' uncultur'd 

mind. 
And all its latent energies unbind. 
Those minds that ne'er in learned schools 

were taught, 
Draw thou with golden bands, and lure 

by thought ; 
Teach men to love what once they sore 

despised. 
And seize on pleasures now, before 

unprized. 
When thou dost spread thy glittering 

wings abroad. 
And the wrapt senses with thy pleasures 
load. 

The voice, more sweet, pours out its witching notes, 
And o'er the steeped senses all divinely floats ! 
O, Poesy ! Id alia' s flower-bedizen' d fields. 
With thee to bless, a richer odour yields. 
Thee, the rosy-crowned Loves with charms adorn, 
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Ami hioSet thfwi^t» adapn<f thee eve ami innni. 

Ifr UL fuit nefmefk we yoiDe^ then blni&-eved Flesaoze^ 

Widi twfnHJTijg' &eC beats time to froHc measaze : 

Tlie Graeea £iir thy joyoaa tzafzL anynffT 

And o'^ die csTiahed sense ^hpfr msigie wicc&flcj aend ; 

Tlie modier^ wii«i to babe slie gTacTy smrs* 

Woos thcCr who roond aer words a. rosy fcalo feigs^ 

Tbe warriors armed* witi bardy cGTira:je tilled. 

More boldly marciu with martial strains iastilled- 

The tar- when, to ''r^ daabr tcil be sees. 

The rnitnenr.e of thy moving measures knows^ 

When Love docs breathe, tiy secret power oixtaprmgsv 

And all his soul in honied Terbiase slq^s^ 

Cyer earth, and air, and all the powers that be. 

Thy majesty is felr, thoo aH-adored Poesy ! 

Ht^yff Wt that thotu so potent, sweet, and &ee. 

Fillcst aH mfnd:^ with strange felicitr ? 

SiKli is thy power, this truth caai none deny. 

Then why not. Poesy, thy strength now try 

To teaeh ma;nlrfnd from aEL that's lQ. to dv ? 

Gicat mi^it hast thoo, go nse't for goodly ends — 

For he does w^ who well his treasore spends^ 

O ! be not cfaazy of thy infiooiee here. 

But grant thy winning strains the sool to cheer! 

Caose those that falter in the race they ran. 

To swell to laie beneath thy cheering son. 

O ! kt each joy, that on this earth is found, 

Anmnd each heart with thy soit bonds be bound. 

Then Hope will rise, and swelling LoTe expand. 

And Harmooy will spread her pLeasnre o'er the land ; 

And though these pages may be doll and weak. 

Let their intentions for their weakness speak ; 

Bat if some good, thon^ little, they may do. 

The one who penned will haye no cause to nie. 

One end, one aim, has e'er been kepi in 

To shon the eril coarse, the good porsue. 

To paint bright Xatore in her loTdiest hoe. 

Condemn the £dse, and eleTate the true. 

Then, Poesy, thoa darling of the heart. 

Go forth in humble goiae, and act thy part ! 



THE SEASOHS. 




HE Seasons, as they onward roll. 
Heavenward tend to lead the soul, 
Aad bid ua passiona dire control. 
! when deep sotrow hearts 

oppress. 
Or low, despond in deep distress, 
May heavenly comfort come to 

In Spring, the joyous hoars pass by 
With lark's high carol in the sky. 
And Nature swells esultingly : 

The fields, enrich'd Ly teeming 



Spread their carpets of bright 
flowers, 
And fill with ftagraace woodland bowers. 

Then Summer comes with glowing face, 

AU glad to run her destined race. 

Which eailii with love and warmth doth grace : 
In clearest chorus glad birds sing. 
And trilling notes through forest ring, 
Castihg bright joy o'er everything. 

Still Autumn, full of fruitage sweet. 
Calm, traileth on with loaded feet, 
Our pleased palates next to greet : 

Fields are crown'd with waving com. 

Beneath hot sun the reapers wom 

Ply their task ftom early mom. 
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Hard, hoary Winter creepeth slow 
Through the bright and shimm'ring snow. 
While freezing blasts o'er landscape blow : 
Fair Nature now seems dead and gone^ 
And all is cold, and drear, and lone. 
So perish all things one by one. 

Thus, while the Seasons come and go, 
Some have high joy, and some deep woe. 
And yet for aU, Heaven's breezes blow. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 




IGHT is past ! all darkness scorning. 
Hail the happy Christmas morning ! 
See the God of Heaven arise 

Bathed in glories of the skies. 

Wiping tears from sinners' eyes. 

Night is past ! all darkness scorning, 

Hail the happy Christmas morning ! 
Another Christian year is past. 
With varied phase of sun and blasts 
God guided safely through at lastr 

Night is past ! all darkness scorning, 

Htul the happy Christmas morning! 
On our heads has mercy shone ; 
May our faith be stronger grown. 
And God's eternal goodness own. 



Night ia past ! all darkness BComing, 
Hwl the happy ChriBtmas morning! 
See the love the Lord haa given t 
Of their Bma maukind hath shriven. 
By His son lais'd up to Heaven. 

Night IB past ! all darkness scoroinE, 
Hail the happy Chriatmas morning T 

Night and day, mom, noon, and eve, 
O ! let not sin our hearts deceive, 
But all God's love with joy helieve. 

Night is past t all darkness scorning, 
Hml the happy Chriatmas morning! 

Young and old, aad rich and poor, 

Pray, through trials to endure. 

And keep your hearts bright, glad, and pure. 

Night is past ! all darkneas acomine, 
Hul the happy Christmas morning f 
Holy anthems peal and pour. 
Like billows rolling on the shore, 
With thankful praises evermore ! 
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THE MOLES. 



JTLjJ ERF. we go, grub, grub, grubbing, 
JjJ[l'/J[ Down past the whin roots scrubbing ; 

Through the rich soil and the sand, 
Under dark green pasture land ; 
Or turiAling up, among the fallow, 
Our rich mounds, fresh and yellow. 
Worm we on in many a maze. 
Underneath where cattle graze, 
And our nimble feet we ply 
'Mong the roots of nodding rye ; 
Searching for our daily store, 
Down among the worms we bore ; 
Grubbing on from day to day 
In our dark and silent way ; 
Taught of God our food to find, 
Equally with humankind. 
Wonderful His mystic ways ! 
Darkly working. Him we praise. 
See ! how sleek our velvet skin. 
Given to keep life's warmth within ; 
While we grope through cold, cold land, 
Guided by His generous hand. 
Deep amid the teeming earth 
Countless insects have their birth, 
Scarcely known to man's keen sight, 
Them we see with little light. 
Scarce looking on the garish day. 
Not for us the sun's bright ray. 
Dark in earth we revels keep. 
And secure we feed and sleep: 
Snakes may come across our path, 
Man such reptiles often hath. 
Bom to sling, and wound and kill. 
In each state there is some ill. 
Yet over all doth good prevail. 
Telling to man love's wondrous tale. 



THE RAmBOW. 



3 IGHT early on a. aiunmer mom 
j\ Fair Ellen wander'd up the lea; 

In golden waves loll'd yellow com. 
And busy waa the mountain hee, 
Culling aweet honey, blithe and ftee. 

Dark clouda gather' d in the sky. 

On vhich shone out [he morning sun, 

And o'er the heavens hrilliantly 
The warning arch of Ood was run ; 
From Nature's tears its tints were spun. 

All colours in it softly blended, 
Distinct, yet indistinctly seen, 
Deep as Uiey to earth descended, 

But heavenward of a paler mien. 
Fit for the scaif of nightly queen. 

Circling the sky Irom earth to earth. 

So grand and stilJ, its beauteoua rays 
Takes thanks to heaven, bears love to earth ; 
"WhUe Bong-birds silenc'd, cease their lays. 
And weeping clouds down lain God's prtuse. 

And Ellen gaz'd upon that bow. 

Softly bounding heaven above ; 
And thaidung Ood, she brealili'd a, prayer 

To Him who doth to all men prove 

His infinite and wondious love. 

Well remembered was his word : 

" I will My bow set in die sky, 
As a sure token to record 

My love to man continually," 

Who rest in hope all tnutfnlly. 
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She saw, far o'er the valley there — 

Sunlighted was the beauteous scene — 

The glorious colors spread afar, 

Of yeUow, crimson, blue, and green, 
Tinting with joy the earth serene. 

Low bowing mercy trends to earth. 
The emblem of our life and death. 

Spanning the sky — from nought its birth — 
Existing, — living — nought it saith — 
Yet preacheth dumb, with heavenly breath. 

And as the pattering raindrops cease. 
While shineth high the god of day, 

The paHng colors still decrease. 

And one by one they fade away. 
While shimm'iing bells on flowers play, 

E'en just as do all earthly toys. 

E'en just as do aU earthly things. 
E'en just as pain pure joy destroys, 

And dies as tune from lyric strings, 

While back to God it soars on airy, unseen wings. 




THE DESTRUCTION OF JERUSALEM. 



JEBUSALEM, Jerusalem, arise and behold 
"iv The Shepherd of Sheep, and the Guard of the Fold, 
Who hath proffer* d for ever from death to set free 
Those who, erst in thy walls, have obeyed God's decree. 

See ! the Victor advances, all glorious and bright, 
To heal the afflicted, to pity, give sight ; 
From his cold, narrow cell to call forth e'en the dead ; 
Oh, adore Him ! adore Him ! who for you hath bled. 



In high glory He entered your city so toll, 
He pitied your siofulneas, heard the sick call ; 
Then, turn from youi folly, vain pleasures forego. 
Else, ye gay streets of Zion, He'll fill you with woe. 

Heard'st thou the dread warning ? O ! no, thou didst not ! 
His meekness thou slighted'st. His hleasings forgot; 
Thy Sons the Assyrians with sabre there smote. 
Yet this purg'd not thy eye from the then thick'ning mote- 
Wept sore e'en thy foes thy destruction to see. 
Thy beauty, thy splendour, thy rich sovereignty ; 
Thou Queen of the E^st ! for none might prevail. 
Since the breath of the Lord rode swift on the gale. 

Doom'd again is thy city, O, wail ! and O, cry ! 
For His anger, unquenched, will never pass by ; 
JKo more shall fair maiden on Carmel cull dowers — 
No more shall the sun break on Salem's grand towen t 

No more shall the rich vines of Canaan hear ; 
Nor on Hcemon the bees their sweet honey prepare ; 
For the rod of the scourger, the battle, (he sword. 
Shall vaiiish like mist at the breath of the Lord ! 
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THE BUTTERFLY. 



RIGHT insect of the velvet wing 
Whence art thou fluttering 
In thy soft flight ? 

" In search of nectar that outwells 
From painted flowers' inmost cells. 
While sunshine bright 

Lights up the gorgeous scene. 
Far o'er the daisied green, 

Ere comes the night. 

With the dark, cloud-enshrouding sky. 
Sealing earth and heaven from each eye, 
In sleep's delight. 

StiU, rest I then, &om mortal ken. 
And softly dream of sun again. 
To charm my sight. 

Ill the lily's nectar'd cup. 
When coy Nature waketh up 
From slumbering. 

Woke — I to painted fields repair, 
While fragrance fills the loaded air. 
Flower wandering. 

My life all merry, joy, and gladness. 

Ne'er knowing any pain or sadness. 

Heart withering. 

Like man, from earth began my birth ; 
Short is that life, but fall of mirth, 
Joy distilling. 

Perform I Nature's destined round. 
Then, rainbow like, die on the ground. 
Unmurmuring !" 
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NATIVE HILLS. 



EAR, natiye hills and woodlands fair, 
Can absence e'er erase the spell ? 
Can words my rising feelings tell, 
When I recall your beauties rare ? 

How oft, when life was young and gay, 
Your valleys have I wandered through, 
Where scarce was felt the sense of woe ? 

But past that sunshine and that play ! 

Time was, when I could gaily tell 
Each tree, each flow'ret fair 
That sent its odour thro' the air. 

And cast around its mystic spell. 

Green were thy woods, thy streamlets clear. 
Thy beetling rocks of limestone grey; 
Where merry warblers, on each spray. 

Sang oft to me and home so dear. 

More solemn then, came eVning on 

With streaky redness, and deep grey 
Closed silently the passing day 

O'er us, and loved ones pass'd and gone. 

O ! how I love you, native hills ! 
Your forms my fancy oft recaU, 
Visions the eye can never pall — 

Sightless, not lost, dear native hills ! 
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HE AET WELL ; OR, JASPAR AND EVA. 



A LEGEND OF WOLSINGHAM. 



A beautifully sparkling and cool spring falls into a stone basin bewn into the 
shape of a heart, and is situate just within a larch plantation belonging to 
J. Kirsop, Esq., on the south-side of the road on Redgate Bank Top, the form 
of which originated the idea set forth in the following lines. 



I. 




. vrJUST within the larch wood's bound, 
^^^On Redgate Edge, a spring is found, 
Bubbling into basin, framed 

In shape of human heart, and named 

Heart Well, whence many a cooling cup 

The weary sportsman oft did sup. 

Here, erst while summer's sun was shining. 

And sultry Sol was down declining, 

Oft maidens fair and youths retire. 

His western splendour to admire ; 

In covert of the larchen shade. 

Amid the bracken's golden glade, 

And drink from out this crystal spring, 

While on the sprays blithe songsters sing. 

Here, it is said, if maiden first 

Approach the spring and quench her thirsty 

A privilege she then may claim. 

And ask her beaii the day to name ; 

And pledge her from the welling heart— 

Which once acknowledged, e'er to part, 

WiU naught avail — and, crown'd by kiss, 

Then will naught mar their earthly bliss. 
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Perchance, if first he taste the well, 
Nor of his feat the maiden tell — 
She'll be deceived, and woe, not weal 
Will their future life reveal : 
A black heart will he surely show. 
And work the maid abundant woe. 

II. 

Thus Jaspar once, at early mom. 
While dew was hanging on the com. 
Set out for Heart Well, and did drink 
From out the well's out-gushing brink ; 
Then quickly homeward he repaired, 
Unheedful how his Eva fared. 
The day pass'd on, eve came apace. 
How could he, false, gaze on such face ? 
Yet, like a crafty fox, he smiled, 
And her pure heart with lies begmled. 
Unconscious she had quench'd her thirst- 
Glad that she thought she was the first — 
Then ofier'd him the trysting cup. 
Trusting that he would drink it up. 
He took the goblet, and he drank, 
Then cast the rest upon the bank 
In merry guise, that it might seem 
He of deceit did never dream. 
Or wrong, or ill, or aught beside. 
That might befall his destined bride. 
Then planted on her lips the kiss — 
False emblem of their future bliss. 
Base Jaspar ! thine the wily part. 
With seeming good, to break her heart. 
In full belief she'd been the first 
To taste Heart Well in eager thirst ; 
And when she knew at early dawn 
Thou sped'st like deer o'er Redgate lawn 
A sickly tremor shook her frame, 
Too late she sorrow'd for lost fame. 
By wiles outwitted and deceived. 
How can base man be e'er believed ? 
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III. 



False Jaspar now less frequent came, 
And Eva dreaded for her name ; 
His bride she hop^d still to be, 
Soon rescued &om all misery. 
From day to day he put her off, 
And her pure lore he did but scoff; 
Her conscience woimded, love deceived. 
From day to day all lone she grieved. 
** Jaspar be false ? it could not be ! 
Think of true love's sincerity !'* 
But ah ! she found it was in vain, 
Such false one's love for aye to gain ; 
Time serv'd his passion to amuse, 
Then turned his ire the toy t' abuse. 
All pale and wan — with heaving breast — 
No joy by day, by night no rest. 
Once more she'd meet him at Heart Well, 
And all her misery to him tell. 
They met next eve, she told her woe. 
He bade her from his presence go ; 
Then spurn' d her from him with a frown — 
His love had now to hatred grown. 
She pleaded for herself — her state. 
But this stirr'd up more deadly hate ; 
And then between the well and dyke 
He raised his hand the maid to strike. 
" Nay, .Jaspar, false ! I see thy heart — 
'Twas here we met, 'tis here we part ; 
Add not more sin to that thou hast-^ 
May'st thou forget the weary past. 
No need to strike — I feel it here — 
Oh ! in this heart I held thee dear ; 
Nor deem'd that ever thou would' st turn. 
And Eva from thy presence spurn. 
Know that I lov'd thee to the end. 
My heart wiU break — it cannot bend. 
To be the scoff of neighbours round ; 
My shame from tongue to tongue resound. 



19 



Has not my love my Jaspar moTed« 
Has he, so loved, a villain proved ? 
O ! Ood ! that I had early died 
E're this befell : not yet thy bride ! 
One last embrace before we part, 
For broken is this stricken heart ; 
Sad be thy waking on the morrow. 
If thus we part in sin and sorrow !" 



IV. 

Her pleading soften'd Jaspar's ire, 
And cooled it down as rain doth fire ; 
He clasped her to his venom* d breast. 
Her unborn babe with her he press'd. 
She closed her eyes« and pale she turned, 
Poor Eva ! he would thee have spumed. 
Ah ! blood drops stain her ashy lips, 
And drop by drop on bosom drips. 
Aghast he stares, and fears the worst — 
'Twas then he felt himself accurst. 
She, gliding from his arms down fell. 
And died beside the pure Heart Well. 
That crystal weU was stained with blood. 
While wailings shrill rang thro' the wood :• 
Still rippling waters shout and sing. 
Which 'neath the firs make pleasant ring ; 
Thro' larchen boles the wind low moans, 
And wordless the dark forest groans ; 
Tears, burning tears, rise welJmg up, 
O'erflowings of sin's bitter cup. 



V. 

No plea had he but wanton will. 
Which did his trusting Eva kiU ; 
Her person priz'd, her love disdained. 
Himself and her with lust he stained. 
Just then the hounds, with merry glee, 
Chas'd the scar'd hare past bleak Bowlee ; 
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And woond their dark, their deyious course 

Through brambles rough, and tangl'd gorse ; 

Then out upon the open plain 

Their music sweet recheats again ; 

And when they gain'd the larchen glade, 

Their stirring cry such echoes made. 

That on his sinful conscience fell 

As if they were the hounds of hell. 

A maniac he, with madden' d air, 

Low moans and cries in lone despair ; 

He wanders wild thro' wood and brake. 

By night or day no rest can take. 

Oft is he found, when Sol's red ray 

Sinks into night from garish day. 

Fast by that pure but fatal well 

Where his now long-lost Eva fell ; 

And, gazing on the crystal stream, 

His haggard face and form might seem — 

With fixed eye and fingers tight — 

As if a demon of the night. 

Or when to softer mood he's chang'd. 

With tatter'd dress and hair deranged. 

In low and melancholy mood 

He plucks wild flowers &om the wood ; 

And, while his heart with anguish bums, 

He decks the well with heath and ferns. 

Primroses, pansies, and harebell, 

And ivy green his loss to tell ; 

Then weirdly sings his grief and woe. 

As he sits and rocks him to and fro — 

A piteous sight it was to see 

One, erst so fair, in misery. 

Had he been true, and evil spurn' d. 

And to his Eva had but tum'd, 

A sweeter lesson he'd have learn' d. 

And sin would not his soul have bum'd ! 

For rest assured, there is no doubt. 

His sin will find each sinner out. 

Go ! virtuous youth, and wisely speU 

What hath been sung of the Hea.bt Well ! 




FLOWEBS. 

>> ^^^■'"HENCEisthescentofflowers, 

mother. 

That fills the mommg ait ? 

It Beemethto be everywhere, 
|<2?3 Floating by in dewy showerB, 
* - So light, BO thin, bo rare ?" 

" The breath of God on earth, my child. 
Which the wide world enmga, 
Engladdening all living thingB — 
Unaeea, unliving, full of mirth. 
Deep, silent ptaieee sings." 

" Whence come their colours, mother, dear ? 

So gay and bright they look ; 
Punting the earth with gorgeous tints, 
All shimm'ring when the sunshine glints ; 

Reprinted in the glissy brook V' 

" Bright spraye of love are they, my child. 

Their colours richly prize. 
Sent by the gracious God above. 
As emblems of His endless love, 

To win us to the skies." 

" ! then, these flowers I'll love, mother ! 
Tho' I may not know the way 
That scent or colour decks each spray; 

They'll sweetly teach to look above. 

Where BouIsnowbloom'dinChiiBt.will fruit in endless love." 




THE STABS. 

RIGHT ejed woilds ! amile on the 

And shed the radiance of yout birth 
O'er OUT lone heuta, and comfort 

While we your aplendours nightly 
sing. 

Thickly ye stud the deep blue sty, 

Revolving swiftly, constantly ; 
I Your glories pure to all men shew, 
. Teach them your pathless ways to 
. know. 

'Where gospel Ught hath not been 
shed, 

May there your influence be spread. 
O I gradous Lord, thou Ood divine. 
May on theii hearts thy spirit shine ! 
And teach those untaught sons of men, 
That tho' they die, the^ll live again 
In heavenly spheiea, up in the skj — 
O ! wonderful ! O ! glorious mystery ! 
Shew them the Saviour thro' your light. 
Nor let them live in gospel night ; 
Twinkling, flickering, speeding on, 
Shimm'ting, roll ye, every one. 
What are the myriads that may grace 
Ether's blue, unbounded space? 
E'en as you pass with daylight out. 
Your gliinmeTingB night brings about. 
Ever telling your bright tale. 
O'er lofty hill and lowly vale. 
There is a God who guides your way. 
Nor from fix'd path permits to stray. 
Say, dwell there in your whirling spheres, 
Beings that feel deep loves or fears ? 
What produce grows upon your pluna ? 
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Doth greedy Avarice grasp at gains ? 

Do Envy, Hatred, Malice, there, 

With racking ills all goodness scare ? 

Do men for place and pomp contend. 

And tramp on kindred, love, or friend ? 

Doth lovely woman grace your domes. 

And cheer your bright and countless homes? 

Do vanished spirits in you dwell. 

Saved &om death and noisome hell ? 

Do seas roll on, and rivers flow 

From mountains capp'd with pearly snow ? 

Do harvests their rich fruitage yield. 

And beeves feed in your flowery field ? 

Do birds sail thro' your glittering air. 

And wild beasts in your forests lair ? 

Our finite senses cannot tell ; 

Yet, know we, God made all things well. 



VICTORIA. 

V EERING seasons come and go, 
I n this chequer'd life below ; 
C ould we see the change they bring, 
'T would only be soul harrowing. 

n ! the battle cry for all ! 

R ight thro' earth's fierce wind and squall ; 

1 ntent to honor brave and free, 
A nd duty do to God and Thee ! 
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THE IRISH ANGLER'S STORY, 

At High Fobce, Tessdale. 



OU may talk of your skill witk the rod and the line, 
But your exploits are nothing compared with mine ; 
For, as angling to-day in the Force's dark pool, 
I saw a sweet Mermaid sitting out for to cool. 
And I said, " Pretty Mermaid, pray what are you doing, 
Is there no little Merman of you woidd be wooing ? " 
Then she tum'd around with so witching a glance, 
That instanter I fell into an ugly big thrance. 

Quick repenting her folly, she flapped to my side. 
Took me up in her arms as I'd been her bride ! 
Now be sure, my dear friends, it was far from my wish. 
To be hooked by one who was but half a fish. 
Her green, dripping locks swept all down her back, 
These she parted in front, then gave me a smack ; 
Metamorphosed now, with her cuddle and kiss. 
Transported I seem'd to superlative bliss. 

My eyes gently opening, she sooth'd and caress'd. 
And to visit her home she most tenderly pressed ; 
Thinking this a good chance the big fishes to see, 
To escort the green maiden I quickly agree. 
Then, patting me gently, she look'd very sly. 
And a big tear stood in her saucer like eye ; 
Glanc'd at me all over, examined each limb, 
Then ask^d, most kindly, " Pray, sir, can you swim ?" 

Now, this was a poser, you very wbII know. 
As into deep water I ne'er lov'd to go ; 
" Niver mind now, my darlint, I'm willing to tkry— 
I'll swim anywhere, so you're only nigh." 
Before I drew breath, we dropt in the pool. 
By St. Pathrick, down there it was very cool ! 
Diving deeper and deeper, the big fishes quail 
Then looking behind, I persaved my tail ! 
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Dumb-founder'd, myself I tried for to spake, 

But, under that water, by the Saints, not a quake ! 

Pursuing our way to the caverns all damp, 

My heart, now all chilly, was seized with the cramp, 

A signal I made to my green-tailed friend. 

In time her assistance to me for to lend ; 

She turned aside in a jifiy, I'm blest. 

And in bright, starry cave she sang me to rest. 

Then, slowly awaking, I stared about. 
And only the more 'gan to wonder and doubt ; 
She flurried me much when she sounded her shell. 
And a host of her comrades flocked round with a yelL 
Kilt intirely, for sartin ! — ^my eyes, what a row ! 
Fancy three dozen Mermaids all fighting for you ; 
For Uie love of all saints, I'm in true duty bound — 
'* Be aisy, my darlints, I'll kiss ye all round." 

What a flapping of tails as this sentence I utter' d, 
These maidens, for sure, were the deil-a-bit flutter'd ; 
So to it I went with a hearty good will, 
And I kiss'd 'em all round 'neath the nethermost sill. 
Quite fatagu'd, I sank down, but *' a dhrop of the cratur" 
Soon revived my heart and enliven'd my nature ; 
To examine the cavern I'm wishful, be sure — 
But where are my feet, have they lost their power ? 

Flap, flap goes my tail in a wonderful way. 
And thro' the damp caverns I take a survey ; 
My guide still beside me, nor anxious to quit — 
How I long for her shell, just for to try it ; 
So graceful it hung o'er her bosom so round. 
She granted the boon, and I then tried the sound : 
My eyes, what a strain, I blew in that blast ! 
Myself sore astonished — she staring aghast. 

Wide open'd a cavern, a Merman curl'd out, 
And ask^d, " Who caus'd such a terrible rout ?" 
But, seeing me there, right at me he came — 
Would have broken my skull, had I sufler'd the same. 
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My leetle thorn twig nately cracked Ms pate, 
And quicker than thought, I was sitting in state ; 
With my Mermaids around, half frantic with joy, 
For they'd an ilhgant king in a fine Irish boy. 

To examine the big trout I had a great wish. 
So I sent out my maidens to bring in the fish ; 
Nor long did I wait till this thumper was brought — 
I wonder'd how sich a one iver was caught-— 
Two yards was his measure from tail to his snout. 
Two yards at his shoulder he measur'd about ; 
The green on his side like small rainbows gHtter'd, 
And his scales, like crown pieces, a leetle bit frittered. 

What astonished me most, in the edge of his jaw, 
Fifty flies I had lost all in order I saw. 
I'd oft told my friends, with a pitiful look. 
That he'd smash'd my tackle, and boned my hook ; 
But they laugh'd in my face, and with finger on nose. 
Said, " Barney spins yams, that everyone knows ! " 
Determin'd to show that my story was thrue, 
I've recounted it oyer, my friends, unto you. 

And as still further proof, which I trust you'll belave. 
Slighted Barney had wit the great trout to desave ; 
For his hooks, though now rusty, are yet sticking there — 
O, the baste ! how he smashed my good single hair 
With a whisk of his tail ; while I scratch'd my pate. 
And roar'd " By St. Pathrick, you, big baste ! we will atfc!" 
Then I thought o' the mate, and I laugh'd with much glee. 
And I trill'd out the old song of " Paddy Carey." 

And, that truth of my words might not be awanting, 

I cas'd with the Mermaids to be gallivanting ; 

And without any lave, either askmg or granting, 

With my prize I popp'd out from the cavern all slanting. 

Now a '' tit-bit " of him you have tasted to-day. 

So dispute not my story, kind anglers, I pray ; 

For jolly I sit, and your health, sdl, I wish. 

Who to High Force in future come out for to fish. 
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THS LIFE BOAT AND THE RESCUE. 




I HE city looks upon the sea, as it spreads far, 

far away, 
And its spray is brightly gilded by the sun's 

all glorious ray ; 
While the roaring of its curling waves breaks 
loudly on the shore, 
Out-thundering its booming song as if for evermore. 

The city looks upon the sea, while mom is brightly breaking. 
Nor dreams it of the lost ones, swept off by nightly wreck- 
ing; 
Its face all smiles and dimples, as it laughing dashes on, 
And chants its song o'er loved ones, oh ! now for ever gone. 

The city looks upon the sea, as gallant ships sail past. 

Nor dreams the voyage they're taking perchance may be their 

last; 
All smoothly on they keep their course, their white sails 

spreading far. 
But night will come and storms arise, and hid will be each star. 

The city looks upon the sea, ah ! now the waves ran high, 
And sleet and rain are sweeping past, and darkness fills the 

sky; 
God help those gallant sailors that handle sheet and rope ! 
Small chance have they to weather through, or with such 

storm to cope. 

The city looks npon the sea, while thickens yet the storm, 
And mist and spray, and madden'd waves, the wailing sea 

deform ; 
Prophetic thunder rolls above the wild winds boist'rous roar, 
High, higher &0W9 the boiling surge uplashes on the shore. 
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The city looks upon the sea, blanch'd faces gather there, 
And each visage that outgazes, seems stamped with despair : 
The minute gun each hears at sea, then seen is signal flash — 
Quick! man the life boat speedily, and o'er the wild waves 
dash! 

The city looks upon the sea, while deep and earnestly it prays. 
For now above, now o'er the boat, flash up the whitening 

sprays; 
Now, on the summit of a wave, now down in trough of sea. 
At length she nears the expectant ship in its extremity. 

The city looks upon the sea. See that aged mother there ! 
The steersman of that boat 's her son, his precious life 

O, spare ! 
He is the last of all her sons, the rest all in the sea. 
With father, too, beside them, and she gazes anxiously. 

The city looks upon the sea, which still does madly rage. 
The life boat freighted leaves the ship, fierce biUows don't 

assuage 
The fears of her who silent waits the landing of the boat ; 
But soon she's beach'd, and loud huzzas above the breakers 

float. 

The city looks upon the sea, one asks, " Have all been 

^aved ? " 
That steersman, noble-hearted, who has just the tempest braved ; 
The boatswain says, ^ One's left behind— the boldest of the 

bold, 
He went down for some tackling that was stored in the hold." 

The city looks upon the sea — one sailor's left behind. 
And still the waves roll furiously, and madly blows the wind ; 
Lashing the stranded vessel there, she dan not long hold out : 
That steersman cries, " If left on board, he'U perish without 
doubt." 

The city looks upon the sea, that steersman does so too, 
One eye looks on, he sees her not, his mo^er good and true : 
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*^ Let us put off again, my mates, e'en now there's time to 

save; 
Who volunteers with me again the stormy sea to brave ? " 



The city looks upon the sea, that boat's crew to a man 
Determined as the steersman, and the boat again down 



ran; 



Quickly were they all on board, then each sailor grasp'd his 

oar, 
And o'er the toppling seas they mount, nor heed storm's 

furious roar. 

The city looks upon the sea — that mourning mother there, 
Ere steersman boarded, laid her hand — a hand all thin and 

spare — 
Upon his arm all trembling, and gazed in his face, 
** Perhaps, he, too, a mother has; that is thy proper place." 



The city looks upon the sea, and thus she speaks again 

" Go, son, and God protect thee ! fear not nor storm nor 

ram," 
With the blessing of his mother, that stalwart arm was 

strong. 
And he cheered the rowers hopefully, as the boat sped fast 

along. 

The city looks upon the sea, " Ah, what, yonder, do I see ?" 
Exclaimed the steersman hurriedly, as he gazed o'er the 

sea; 
A dark speck 'mid the flying foam ! " 'Tis a floating cask," 

cries one : 
" Nay, 'tis a man's head swimming, pull hearties, on, pull on !" 

The city looks upon the sea, where none could long remain : 
" Pull on, pull hard, my hearties, we'll soon the swimmer 

gain ; " 
The strong men bent unto their oars, each row'd with might 

and main : 
" He sees us now ! ah, he has sunk ! No, there he is 

again !" 



The city looks upon the sea, " God have mercy on that man ! 
Hold on a minute longer ! ! I hope the ewimmer can ! 
We'll have him aafely in the boat, pull on, puU on, pull on !" 
And feat the boat sped o'er the waves, aa they strained every 



The city looks upon the eea, a breaker huge rolla on. 
And strikes the stranded vessel, soon mast« and spars are gone ; 
And among the seething waters, rent timbers grind and float. 
But they've drawn the feinting swimmer into the gallant boat. 

The city looks upon the eea, while he drippinj;, senseless lay. 
Why does the steersman tremble ? Why does he earnest 

praj? 
\Vhy manly teats fill his eyes? Thmks he of widowed mother? 
Ah, what will be her heartfelt joy, the rescued is his brother ! 

The city looks upon the sea, the life boat rows to land. 
And soon her prow cuts through the waves and strikes the 

yellow sand ; 
A loud cheer rises from the crowd, nought but one cry he 

The rescued is her long lost son ! — how flow her grateful 
t«ars! 





THE MAY FLY. 

AN angler's song. 



>^0M£, arise jolly angler and hasten 

Til bright river's side down yon 
t f/* flow'T lea ; 
r ftii^ The mom is most suiting, 'tis 
' ~^~'~' warm and 'tis dull. 

And to-day there's a chance of 
thy creel being full. 

The lark has arisen and is trilling his lay, 
Come away to the bright stream, away, and away ! 
The sluggard may loiter oa his bed of down. 
But the angler's away — he has quitted the town. 

His rod and his net o'er his shoulder are set. 
His feet he enjoys in the river to wet. 
Should the trout freely rise, his pleasure is there, 
To kill a three-pounder with good single hail. 

The gunner delights to shoot the moor game — 
Now the angler his pleasure enjoys all the same ; 
On the stream he casts lightly his lively May fly. 
And deludes from deep haunts the gay speckled fry. 

Go, cast yoiit May fly near some hold in the stream — 
Ah ! there he sweeps past like a bright golden gleam 
Of a sunbeam that strays where light aspens quiver. 
All vermill'd through rapids of bright shining river. 

Again darts he past with his fins all erect. 
His large glittering eye you may nicely detect ; 
Cast again — there he rises — then strike and 'tis done ; 
O \ then comes the flouncing and flutter and fiin. 



How he tnga, aad he lugs, and throws himself out. 
That merry, that active, that good, gamesome trout ! 
Till at last, quite exhausted, he dies in despur. 
And the angler loud praises his good single hair. 

To the net you straight haul him with pleasure and glee 
How glorious the sport as you fish merrily ! 
Then come to the hright liver, come, come away ! 
And you'll fill your g^d creel ere the close of the day. 
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THK SHEPHERD OF THE WEIRD GLEN. 



N the mountain's heath'ry side, the summer sun i» 
streaming, 
^^♦^^^ And deep into the Weird Glen, the morning sun is 
gleaming ; 
White mists roll up the ruddy crags, and silent fade away. 
And Nature's face looks cheerful upon the opening day. 

The shepherd takes his trusty staff, and up his CoUey springs. 
And round about his master glad, he bounds in circling rings ; 
Then, off to daily task they wend, to gather in the flock, 
And oft the bubbling bum they cross, and scale full many 
a rock* 

Now, half-way up the Weird Glen, at an angle of the bum, 
There a kingly stag he spies as he rises from the fern ; 
And stretches out his noble form, and shakes the dew away, 
Then bells unto the dun does, and to pasture leads the way. 

He stands and gazes on the scene, each graceful form admires, 
For to look upon such picture that Shepherd never tires ; 
Framed by pendant birches, 'neath a ruddy sungilt scar. 
Where the eagle, from his eyrie high, looks o'er the land- 
scape far. 

Then, winding thro' the birchen bowers, old Colley pricks 

his ears, 
His bristling back sure telling of his courage or his fears ; 
Then darts into the furzy brake, while bark through valley 

rings, 
As o'er the burn and up the rocks, sly Reynard swiftly springs. 

There into cleft he nimbly dives, and gains his lair secure, 
A scourge thro' all that leafy glen, and far o'er purple muir ; 
Where hen grouse mourns her ravish'd young, and lapwing 

swoops in flight. 
In fear for her callow brood if sleek Eeynard come in sight. 
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Near, fast among the briers there, an aged ewe is caught, 
Her palsied form and staring eye with terror overwrought ; 
Hard by her, on the dark green grass, her poor, dead lamb is 

laid — 
She saw him torn before her eyes, but could give no mother' said. 

Ah ! Reynard, now thy doom is fix'd, thy last meal has been 

made, 
A ransomforthis murderedlambshallthy thieving head be paid. 
Released, the bleating mother runs and moans in loud lament, 
And in callmg to her lost one, her weary day is spent. 

Straight vengeful Shepherd guides his feet to trustful Colley's 

bark, 
Upwalls the cleft and cries, " Perish, murderer, in the dark ! '^ 
This done, again his way he bends far on the open fell. 
And Colley ranges round about o'er hill and ferny dell, 

And fetches in the fleecy flock for Shepherd hale to scan. 
And many a mile ere sun was high the generous Colley ran. 
The day's work ended, then they turn, and homeward wend 

their way, 
For longer on the purpling feUs no need for them to stray. 

Now, moor-birds to feeding grounds in hurried packs are 

speeding, 
Colley and his master kind these wild-birds never heeding ;^ 
The plover's wail and snipe's shrill cry oft cheer their lonely way, 
As they draw near the cottage low, while dies the glorious day. 

Wide opens he the welcome door, in golden sun comes 

streaming. 
While savoury supper on the hob^as usual — is steaming ; 
His aged partner, cheerfully, the frugal meal prepares. 
And Colley, with the grateful pair, the ev'ning supper shares. 
And work each day thus ended, and ended worldly cares. 
They read the big, old Bible, and they ofler thankful prayers.. 



%^' *. 
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AN ISLANDER AM I. 



TUNE : " LIFB ON THE OCEAN WAVE.'^ 




N Islander am I ! 

I fear no wind or sky ; 

Surrounded by the sea. 
Storms have a charm for me ; 
I love the wild wind's sigh — 
An Islander am I ! 

I live near sounding main, 
I love its level plain ; 
High, when the breakers roar 
Upon our rocky shore ; 
I love the sea-gull's cry — 
An Islander am I ! 

When light of day is gone, 
And murky night comes on ; 
Hearing the rough billow, 
Press closer I my pillow. 
Hark ! to a drowning cry — 
An Islander am I ! 

Ah ! there's a tender child 
Borne by the breakers wild ; 
One little hand on high 
Is stretched to the sky : 
Through foamy waves I fly— 
An Islander am I ! 
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I grasp that slender hand, 
And draw it to the land ; 
I chafe the dripping form. 
Just rescued 'mid the storm ; 
Alas ! I grieve and sigh — 
An Islander am I ! 

But Coming life I see 

With thanks, and hope, and glee ; 

I watch the breathing deep. 

As waking from his sleep ; 

When joy then lights his eye — 

An Islander am I ! 

I hark to signal gun, 
'J'o sound I quickly run ; 
The foe is on the shore, 
He'U quit it never more : 
The sword and shot I ply— 
An Islander am I ! 

Hist to the booming crash 
That comes o'er wild waves' splash 
From our good ships afar. 
They've slipt the dogs of war : 
See ! gleam of guns on high — 
An Islander am I ! 

There, on the oaken planks, 
Are tars in goodly ranks ; 
By men of our lov'd land 
Each gun is ably mann'd, 
AVith dauntless spirits high — 
An Islander am I ! 

They close in conflict dire — 
The crash, the shock, the fire ! 
The cries of wounded then. 
Rise from those fearless men ; 
Then, cheer ascends the sky — 
An Islander am I ! 
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Above that battle's roar, 
Resounding to the ahote ; 
What does that cheer mean? 
Hist ! " God Save tte Queen ! " 
See ! England's flag on high — 
An Islander am I ! 

Proudly, from out the smoke. 

Sail good old walls of oak ; 

O'er foam, which stout plank laves— 

" Britantiia Bulea the Waves ! "— 

Floats Briton's battle cry— 

An Islander am I ! 






HOLY WOOD; OR, HUOH AHD CLARA. 




L LeaSNI) OF ■WOLSIHGHAM. 



> IGHT up a. valley's sloping side. 

The Holy Wood atretch'd far and wide, 
"" Sunlighted in the summertide. 
Through which ran many a rustic path : 
I Weed flowers thickly clad the soil 
\ ntroined by man, and man's hard toil. 
Here sheller'd from the breeze. 
That sweeps tlie hills in wrath. 
And the rich harvest's spoil. 

Flourish the dark boased alder trees. 



Now, on west side of Wascrow lie 
Fields of wheat, and oats, and rye, 
From brook to where they kiss the sky : 
Hidden 'mong trees. 
Sits fair Faunlees, 
And lower goodly Bishop Uak. 
On rustic seat 'neath holly's shade, 
Mos'd a lone and weary maid. 

There Friar Hugh again beheld her, 
Near white flower'd vinous elder. 

Whose ringed petals were foretelling 

A rich harvest of dark fruit. 
Here her sad story she'd been spelling. 
While thrown aside was lute. 
In lone and low lament. 
Wailing the oath her lover broke ; 
Dreaming o'er the love she paid. 

And by her sad lot sore down bent. 
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111. 
Near that brooklet, brushwood budding, 
O'er the pools the whirlwind's scudding, 
While the pastor's >hecp are rudding 

After washing of their flock ; 
Moaning thro' trees, winds softly sigh. 

Near in the bush. 
Sits mellow thrush 
Chanting away of his own ^vild will, 
Rose higher and higher the blackbird's trill ; 
While herdsmen folded their sturdy stock, 
And the bay of their dogs came floating by. 

IV. 

Up that wood went Hugh the Friar, 
Nor heeded he rough bush or brier. 
On, on went he, still higher and higher, 

Until he gain'd its utmost ver^e ; 
The couched hare he rais'd from form, 
Scar'd hind far from her covert home. 

As rustl'd along his dull grey serge, 
And there crush' d he as low could be, 
The woodrufi* and anemone ; 

And next the tap' ring foxglove spikes, 
Broad leaf d and pink bestaiii'd, 

With staff" in phrenzy strikes, 
As one hair-brained. 

v. 
At mom, Hugh pass'd from Chapel wallsj 

His soul aheat. 
O, love ! how all men it enthralls ! 

How deadly sweet ! 
Th' infection wild thro' nerves doth race ; 
To love all passions must give place. 
And wide love rules o'er bonds and space. 
Nor scape its pangs did Hugh the Friar, 
Felt he mad love's intense desire. 
Fleeting years had pass'd, and he no more 
Had thought on Clara left forlorn, 
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Until he saw her, heard her sad deplore. 

In Holy Wood that summer mom ; 

Her alter'd mien — ^the deep distress 
Of slighted love did o'er her pale face cast, 
With fondest mem'ry of sweet hours gone past, 

A saddening aspect — hopeless, 
That thrill'd his soul. 

Her seen and heard. 

He fled like bird, 
And quickly rush'd 

Up wooded steep, 

While she did weep. 
And through the braided branches brushed* 

TiU nature fail'd j 

Then he bewaiUd 
The day that he took gown and cowl, 
While undenying love sore scath'd his inmost soul ; 
Then sigh'd and sobb'd, and sobVd and sigh'd without 
control: 

And loud through wood of Baal 

Went up his plamtive wail. 



Through leafy alleys far he*d gone^ 
Nor heeded of their beauties one ; 

Nor stay'd he at the runlet small, 
Lining with silver thread its devious way 

Fast patriarch oaks with storm rent boughs. 
Seemingly hurrying. 
As through the narrow glade, 
Its busy way it made, 
Sleepily murmuring ; 
Where ivy hung from hoary elms and woodbine spray, 
Pendant waving to and fro. 
Now this way, and now that would go, 
Fanning the air thro' green retreats 
With its delicious sweets. 
Conferring joy on all. 
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VII. 

Awhile leaves rustl'd with a gushing twitter, 

Fed by the mellow rain, 

Which ever and again 
Dawn falls, 

Where the blind mole daily works 

Round the root of quiv'ring birks- 
Yet these sweet sounds and sighs, did but his soul embitter. 
Here the harsh jay his larum calls ; 

Here from nutty beech trees spring 

The startrd ringdove's flapping wing, 

Which far thro' forest arbours echoing ring ; 
And up from hazel's nutty copse 

The graceful squirrel leaps, 
And from the pine's dark fringed tops 

With wary black eye peeps. 

While o'er his back, his bushy brush high sweeps. 

VIII. 

Deep in Spring-gill's leafy shade, 
Oft thieving fox his lair hath made ; 
And there 'mid beds of brackens too. 
Have slept the stag and yean'd the doe^ 

Oft thro' echoing hillsides rang 
The bay of hounds, the blast of horn, 
Ere early lark awoke the mom. 

Or from the meadow partridge sprang. 
Or plaintive plover's whistling note. 
Upon the startled ear smote. 
Or cluckering birr of grouse upsprung. 
Fled o'er the heath when day was young ; 
Or wisp of snipe from fav'rite moss. 
Circling the wild sky, sweep and toss 
In rapid flight ; 

Swooping falcons soar'd around 
With piercing sight. 

Scanning the teeming ground. 
Ere the long night 

Clos'd the scene 

" Oe'r moorland dun and forest green." 
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IX. 

Long wander' d Hngh thro* Holy Wood, 
In dark and melancholy mood ; 
Till by his feelings overcome 
He tum'd towards the Chapel home. 
Unconquer'd love still held high sway, 
And led him by a devious way, 

Deep, deeper down Spring-gill. 
Just then, a gusty wind upsprings and sends, — 
While strongest oak low bows and bends, — 

A moaning roar o'er vale and hill. 
And drives the yellow leaves in golden showers 
High, higher up the sky. 
Twinkling, — glittering. — fluttering, — 
Like lustrous stars 
O'er the broad fields and woodland bowers ;. 

Or momentarily. 
While hastening to their unknown homes. 
Fall and kiss the crystal foams 

On locky bars, 'neath rugged scars,. 
Which in smft chace 

Moss'd stones splashing. 
Clattering and clashing. 
Run their quick race 
With endless din on pebbly shore. 
Onward, onward glide. 
With never ending tide. 
The spring to the runlet, the runlet to the river^ 

The river to the sea for ever ! 
Pouring night and day their constant roar 
For ever, ever, evermore I 

X. 

Thus far had Clara wander' d. 
To where the spring meander' d, 
With dallying feet, 

Pensive and sad ; 
When what should meet 
Her startl'd gaze 
But Hugh in monkish garb now clad ! 
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Ah, no disguise can bind love's eyes, 

Tho' struck with sudden maze ! 
Nor stay'd he till 
He*d crossed the rill, 
And shaking with alarms 
Clasp*d her in his impassioned arms. 
The while foreboding portents ran along the skies. 
Ne'er wot did she 
That he did see 

That very mom 
Her sitting desolate, 

Forlorn, 
Or knew her state, 
Or yet that he had heard her plaint, 
Passionately outpoured, in true love's unrestraint. 

XI. 

Sure presAge of a storm that's nigh, 
A sable cloud hung out the sky. 
Small clouds to large, swift scudding fly 
With creeping curl 
Leaves eddying swirl. 
Then all the air is silent, silence almost felt : 

Wam'd by the signs, beasts of the plain 
Seek covert, e're the coming rain. 
Then arrowy flash shoots forth its lurid glare, 
Dazzling and bright, as if the very sky did melt ; 

And gleam on gleam the withering lightning's flare ; 
Instant earth, and sky is steep'd in deepest gloom ; 

Sharp bursts o'er head the rattling crack, 
And dies in distance far, th' outlengthen'd thundering boom« 
Athwart the sky in swift commotion rides the rolling rack, 
Closer lovers cUng *neath the stately proud, old oak ; 
Ill-fated meeting, doomed to so sad an end ! 
No human power could them defend. 

Heaven opes but once again, then with fell stroke 

The forest monarch shivers : alas 1 the luckless pair, 

Lock'd in each others arms. 
Sitting there ; 

She looking smiles and charms, 
He dreaming nought of this world's harm*, 
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Alas ! now far remov'd from love or fear, 
Down, down are stricken. 
Death smitten ! 

XII. 

Teem, teeming falls the steeping rain 
In overwhelming showers, 

As if all nature seemed to weep 
Her last — her saddest weary hours. 
Again, again. 

These unexhausted pour, while lovers sleep 
In that long, dark dream, 
Till woke at last, 
When time is past, 
The sealed sight. 
During ages' night, 
Is oped again 
For life's reign. 
When the glorious beam 
Of eternity's first day. 

Will all its splendours on their ravish'd dght display : 
When earth and clouds, and all below is sere. 
And heaVns hid grandeurs will appear, 
But not here, — ^not here ! 

XIII. 

Then broke the clouds, outshone the sun, 
As if no fatal deed were done. 
The night declined the day begun. 
When Sol arose his course to run ; 
And shorter shadows moved on 
Of woodmen to the forest gone. 
Where stark and stiff on mossy mound, 
'Neath blasted oak the pair were found. 
They aU knew Hugh the goodly Friar, 
But who was she, next the wild-brier f 
Soon closer scrutiny them told, 
The daughter fair of Brian Bold* 
One bore the news to Chapel down, 
And soon that news spread thro' the town. 
A rustic bier in haste was made, 



On which the lovers twain were Iwd, 

Still lock'd in that last, tong emhrace. 

Death gazing on each other's face. 

Then down through many a winding glada, 

Advanced the silent cavalcade ; 

Till halt was made at Holy Well, 

And then uprose the raoiirnfiil knell ; 

And grey roh'd Monks and Nuns in white. 

Add deeper awe to that sad sight. 

Slowly they bore them to the grave. 

They might not enter Chapel's nare ; 

St. Matthew's Fane must not he stain' d. 

The' much the Monks the action pain'd. 

The stricken of heaven, there might not pass. 

For them the church might not say mass. 

And townsmen now may story tell. 

How on that day the Holy Weil 

Ebb'd low and lower, till it dried. 

What time they laid them side by side ; 

How maidens 'frighted tiimed away 

From Holy Well on that dread day ; 

And now, when yearly time comes roimd. 

To visit it scarce one is found. 

Of Clara I may shortly tell. 

She loved too fondly hut too well. 

Her doting parents moum'd her long. 

Her fate is sung in this my song. 

And Hugh the Bold in Holy Land 

Better had died by Turkish brand. 

Henceforth each Christmas in the Dale 

Will oft be told this mouniiul tale. 
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AN ANGLER'S SONG. 

I HERE'S a soft, light breeze, beneath yonder trees, 
AU sparkling in the sun ; 
There's a fine rippling stream, where in his beam 
Shall fall ere day be done ; 
Tho' he lingers now, ere his course is set, 
We'll seek that stream with our light rod and net. 

'Tis too late, or too soon, to wend at noon 

To side of sunlit brook ; 
For the bright trout all dose, in sweet repose, 

'Neath deep and sheltered nook ; 
Best time, when the evening shadows arise. 
For the angler to cast his killing flies. 

O, we'll tell a tale, and we'll quaff this ale ! 

Then haste to river's side ; 
And the fisherman's glee, adown the lea. 

Shall court us to his tide ; 
Then, as ev'ning creeps on, our whizzing reel 
Shall frequently fell of a well-fill'd cred. 



A WEAR ANGLER'S GARLAND. 




I HE watchful heron, lone and still, 

'Near frondag'd ait, stands motionless ; 
That patient fisher, with long bill, 

Long hopes not to be minnowless. 
There, the grey monarch, nobly crested. 

Still stands as dozing, full knee deep— 
With waving pendants feather breasted — 
Nor stirs he when the swift trouts leap. 
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There tassel'd birches pendent swing, 

All nodding to the gentle wind ; 
And far around sweet odouia spring 

From flowers of every kind. 
There faireet hawthorn blooms around, 

And merr; blackbirdB clearest sing; 
There sweetest violets, lowly found, 

Far, far abroad their perfume Qiag. 

There the twittering swallow akims. 

While golden sun sinks in the west ; 
While near the trout blood-spotted swims. 

And downy fledgelings chirp in nest.. 
There all day long the throstles sing ; 

The linnet and the wee tomtit ; 
There dells with music glad all ring ; 

While thro* the boughs the cusbato fiit. 

There hazels on the shelring bank 

Are smiling, with brown clusters cla^}. 
And blackberries, both thick and rank, 

In purple plenty may be had. 
There the hare and rabbit patter 

Over the fallen wither'd leaves ;. 
Screams harsh jay with noisy clatter. 

From wood-dove's nest the squirrel thi^res.. 

There wander I on summer's day, 

By bright reflecting poob, all free 

From care and toil. Long, long I pray. 
With rod and line, and winsom " flee," 

To fish in bonnie Wear, near lovely Rogerley.. 
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GHANQEI 



HANGE ! What change ? " we hear men 
cry. 
When change is making ever ; 
And all along the world's highway 
Flows on Time's changeful river. 
Mom springs up with dewy eye. 
Gladness echoes thro' the sky, 
With merry birds' glad minstrelsy. 



Day changes into night. 

Night changes into mom ; 
And darkness follows light. 
As hatred follows scorn. 

Winds sigh out their lullaby. 
Wide o'er main the sea-birds cry. 
Dark thunder clouds are riding high« 

" Change ! What change ? " we hear men cry, 
And yet they will not see 
How ev'rything that passes by 
Speaks of long eternity. 

Hain falls on earth in pearly rings 
And gathers there in welling springs^ 
Which health and life to all things bringc 

Softly fall life-teeming showers ; 

Storm clouds shroud the ambient sky ; 
And fair, bright weather love out-pours, 
While Nature laughs with snuling eye. 
Spring comes on with hopefud hcCf 
Summer follows in the chase ; 
Autumn brings her fruits to grace 
Winter sere with hoary face. 
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II 



Change ! What change ? " we hear men cry- 
Peace to-day, fell war to-morrow ; 
That charged with comfort, hope, and joy, — 

This steep' d in tears, woe, and sorrow 
Of widowed wife^and orphan boy. 

•* Change ! What change ? " we hear men ery— 
When the sower sows his com 

Short time buried doth it lie, 

Up it shoots and ripens fast, 
Down cut by reaper at the la^t;^ 
Then to gamer it is borne. 

Youth of frolic full, and shy, 

Man advanceth soberly. 

Age down droppeth — all most die. 

'* Change ! What change ?" we hear men cry t 




REMEMBER ME ! 



EMEM6ER me, remember me f 
When far away beyond the sea ; 
Or if 'mid joy and social glee. 
Still, still, dear friend, remember me I 

Remember me, remember me ! 
Where'er on earth thy form may be ; 
Where'er thy thoughts may wander free, 
Still, still, dear friend, remember me! 

Kemember me, remember me ! 
E'er may remembrance rest with thee ; 
Then friendship ne'er can from us flee^ 
Since I will e'er remember thee^ 



THE BONNIE KOSE 0' WMS. 

TONS : " KOSE OF ALLANDALE." 
a^patd la t* urillm hf a WtanlaU Ovid MiaB- i 




HE toae, tbe rose, the Queen of 
Flowers, 

Wherever flowers appear ; 
The lose that decks my lady's bower. 

The bonnie Rose o' Wear. 
Ah I who can gaze upon the rose, 

Oat'budding bright and clear. 
And say 'tis not the first of those 

That grows by winding Wear ? 

Then sing the rose — the bluatuog 



The loVd of ages past ^ 
Tbat far away its odour throws. 

And pleasure B round us cast. 
The rose, the loveliest flower of aU 

That beauty's eye can cheer ; 
The Queen of Flowers, the rose we call,. 

The bonnie Kose o' Wear. 

Now as I toil in other climes. 

Far o'er the sounding sea, 
I pause to think of happy times 

I spent wi' love and thee. 
I gaze upon thy petals bright 

When western suns shine clear ; 
Sweet dreams oft haunt me thro' the night, 

O bonnie Rose o' Wear ! 

Alas ! tby petals sear'd and brown. 

Fast wither and decay ; 
Yet hope thou art the brightest crown 

To cheer me on my way. 
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Here as I dig tbe preciouB ore. 

Oft falls the silent tear : 
I Team to Bee my rose once more. 

My boimie Rose o' Weai. 

Here, nightly, woods of deepest gieen. 

And gorgeous suns appear ; 
Here rock and stream in golden sheen. 

And winter never sere. 
Then hie thee o'er the dimpling wave, 

And leave thy woodlands dear ; 
And dare the wide, nide seas to brave. 

My bonnie Rose o' Wear- 
Here's gold would lure man's heart arnj 

From all that's lov'd and dear : 
Ne'er wiU it cause my own to stray 

From bonnie Rose o' Wear. 
0, if thou com'st to this broad isle. 

Where dwells thy Charlie dear ; 
He'll cause thy days for aye to smile. 

Thou bonnie Rose o' Wear. 

But if thou fear'st a voyage so far. 

Across the trackless main. 
My fondest hopes never mar. 

Boon I'll come back again. 
I'll dig bright gold from mom till eve. 

Nor toil nor danger fear ; 
Say, only hope and still believe, 

My bonnie Rose o' Wearl 





THE TROUT AHD THE FLY. 

i-TH angleb's beterib. 



EEP, musing in a lonely dell. 
By a babbling brook alone. 
An angler sat, who knew fuU well 
Each dark and mossy stone. 
Where speckled trout his vigil kept, 
la the crystal streamlet there ; 
Near which the water-ouzel slept, 
And wagtails bright and fair. 

And gazing on the mossy lynn. 

Where a golden trout was bud. 
He thought he heard him thus begin. 

And noted what he swd ; — 
" Come, busy fly with glist'ning eye. 
Why circling in that mazy ring j 
Why keep aloof so coy and shy. 

Thou curious and wee buzzing thing J 

" Rest &om thy gambols in the ^r. 

Eide gently on before the breeze ; 
With golden rings a-shining there, 

Thy brilliant form my sight dotJi please. 
Then why so shy, thou little fly ? 

Ne haste iirom streamlet to be gone ; 
Come, let me view thee still more nigh : 

Skim nearer to this mossy stone." 

" Not so, not so, thou speckled trout. 

Thou flatter'st with thy tongue ; 
Thy speech is slippery I doubt — 

Made to deceive the young. 
Think'st thou that I, a full-grown fly. 

Will risk my life near thee ? 
There's mischief in thy piercing eye. 

And safe I love to he." 
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The angler then cast fortli Us fly. 

Hardly dimpling the clear etream ; 
Instant the trout rose gleaming high, 

As flash of sunny beam. 
The angler smiled, his pliant wrist 

The rod did raise— lo, the wild start ! 
That flatterer is hook'd, I wist. 

Who takes the flatt'ret's part ? " 

Right served I ween thou greedy trout, 

Buzz on thou merry fly ; 
Aye, sing and hum, play round about, 

The flatterer mugt die. 
Now madden'd with a goading pang, 

Me swept through foam aad spray ; 
Then high in air he jump'd and sprang, 

Then sped far, far away. 

But spent at last, and gasping wide. 
With eye dilated starting out ; 

His fins outstretch'd, roll'd on his side. 
The wily angler drew him out. 
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THE BROTHER'S GRAVE. 





saw from my chamber window. 
Laid sUent in the shade, 

The grave where slept a lovfed onsy 
Where erst he'd often played. 

There I saw his brothers gazing — 
Their mother saw them not ; 

Upon that last long resting-place. 
That weary solemn spot. 

His dog was sitting on his grave, 
As once upon his breast ; 

And their tears came falling quickly. 
Their brother was at rest. 

And I closely pressed their mother. 
With her pale and dreary face 

Mark'd deep with care and watching. 
As tears ran down apace. 

Then I pointed to our lov'd sons, 
The dead and living too ; 

And heavenward both up gaz^d, 
Whence comes relief from woe. 



And we comforted each other, 
One worldly race was run ; 

O, hU life was now in heaven 

Througli Christ, but late begun. 

O, then calm we down our sorrow, 
And trustingly live on ; 

And we'U hope for brighter morrow. 
When this pilgrimage is done. 




THE CUCKOO. 

Hark I down in the meadows 

And up on the hill, 
Above caw of the crows, 
Or thrushes' sweet trill. 
Mocking echo repeats the arched bridge through, 
O'er glen and o'er brooklet Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 

Hail ! gladsome Summer, we hail thee again, 
For flowers are caipetiag the hill and the plain ; 
Skimming enon o'er rivers' brink. 
Twittering swallows dip and drink ; 

Whirl mazy insects to and fro. 
Snowy thorn its showers scatters 
On the bright and crystal waters ; 
While far o'er hill and valley too. 
Float mellow notes, Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 
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Oft, startled by thy yearly song, 

Glad school-boys halt — a happy throng ^ 

And laughing, as they gaily do. 
All try to give thy mellow note, 
And mockmg sounds on all sides float, 

But fail to match Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! 

Now playful lambs their courses run. 
And jump and kick for very fan ; 

Then off they start, a pattering throngs 
They halt, they turn, then hastening back, 
With dangling tails comes clatteriiig pack. 

Racing the pasture half-along. 
In haste with filial instinct true. 

They see above, in clear blue sky, 

Thy falcon form, and well-known cry. 
And listen to Cuckoo ! Cuckoo I 

With hearty welcome thee we greet. 
When first we hear thy voice so sweet ; 

Wandering through gold tangled ferns. 
Where we drink of purest pleasures ; 
Revelling 'mong Nature's treasures. 

By sparkling bright green mossy bums^ 
O, what a life of joy they live. 
The thoughtful and the sensitive ! 
Then, go and flowery pastures woo 
When summer brings Cuckoo I Cuckoo I 
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AN ANGLER'S SONG. 

N the streamlet^s rippling wave. 
There I love my limbs to lave, 
Near some ivy-crested cave ; 
Or to sit and watch the trout, 
Roving here and there about, 
While insects circle in and out* 

Hie with me, ye idle drones, 
Lithely stretch your thews and bones, 
Over rough and rugged stones ; 

Casting here and there your flies. 
As you see the troutlets rise. 
Bewitching even their quick eyes. 

Oft, with rod and line, we ply 
Our loved sport most tranquHly, 
Whisking round our killing fly ; 

And, perchance, a trout we take, 
With a fly of our own make, 
Out of stream, or pool, or lake. 

O, such pleasure then we feel, 

When we hear our whizzing reel. 

And see hook'd trout through water steal 

In and out fi'om under tree ; 

Come with us, my friends, and see 

How we fish so merrily ! 
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May man, renewed in inward thought, 

And fill'd with love divine. 
Go on his way to peace and joy, 

Nor evermore repine ! 
On earth, for him, short time will fall 

The dew, to cheer his sight ; 
But brighter far in Heaven 'twill shine 

In glorious, endless light. 




WORK. 



ORK, boys, work ! we'll have a brighter day to- 
morrow ! 
Comes a day of joy after a day of sorrow ; 
When you work what you can, there is no nobler man 
May do any better, let him do whate'er he can. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Work, boys, work ! for we know we all have work to do. 
Some to make an engine, a jenny, or a plough ; 
The times may be bad, but there's time for me and you 
To find, with head or hand, sufficient for to do. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Whatever you may do, there are some to find fault. 
But work the best you can, and never flinch or halt ; 
Such talk behind your back, seem true before your face — 
If you've done your duty, there can be no disgrace. 

Work, boys, work ! 

The slanderer may detract, the envious may say, 
*' He's no better than he should be," in his foul way; 
Ever try to do well, for so should every man. 
That is more by far than detractors ever can. 

Work, boys. Work ! 
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While thus we work on, ne*er forget we a true friend. 
Who 'gainst the slanderer our characters will defend, 
Such is the man to trust, he is a friend indeed. 
When a friend is wanted, is 't not in time of need ? 

Work, boys, work ! 

Words are often empty, but actions ever true. 
Always do you're duty, you'll never have to rue ; 
If you're down to day, you may be up to morrow ; 
Unless you have sinn'd 'twill be but short liv'd sorrow. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Never promise one thing, and then do another. 
Use no decoying speech to ruin a poor brother ; 
When you make a promise, it faithfully perform, 
Let no base sophistry your character deform. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Be studious of your neighbour's weal, consistent ever be ; 
Do good to all around you ; and shew true charity : 
Thus you'll live a noble life, and all around will see 
There's joy while you work, hope for honest industry. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Though jealousy may jangle, and envy may deride, 
In word and deed be honest, cast away all pride ; 
A friend you'll win above who^ll always help you through, 
Let those men who can, even better try to do. 

Work, boys, work ! 

O work and labour on, through cheery good or ill. 
Nor heed your careless neighbours, your task well fulfiL 
There is a time approaching, it is not far away. 
When you'll laugh at all they've done, and joyfully may say 

Work, boys, work ! 

Through all the land work we, though we don't all agree, 
Some may do their own work, and dl to work are free ; 
Whate'er we have to do, let's do't with all our might. 
Should we do it well, we shall win a gallant fight. 

Work, boys, work ! 
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Then trust your cause to God and manfully work on, 
It's the lot of all to work, you are only one ; 
Despise all noisy meddlers, — joyfuUy resign 
The issue to the Lord above, and you'll ne'er repine. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Work, work, work! O, there is much work for heart and hand ! 
There's work for the highest, as lowest in the land ; 
There's work for every one, therefore idle do not stand, 
Workj work, work on friends, for it is the Lord's command. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Patient wait, patient work, though the day be weary. 
Health thou hast, and strength to do't, ever then be cheery ; 
Man, woman, youth or age, have all to toil along. 
Then, let " Work and prosper," be the burden of your song. 

Work boys, work ! 

Your dear wife and children look to you for daily bread. 
By the sweat of your brow these loved ones are fed ; 
Then thank God that guides you to where that bread is found. 
Not unknown to Him, " falls one sparrow to the ground ! " 

Work, boys, work ! 

Work, boys, work gladly ! and O, never you complain ! 
It is the lot of man, thus his sustenance to gain ; 
Up, up, be looking up boys ! be cheerful, and be gay. 
After night of toiling there breaks a holiday. 

Work, boys, work I - 

Work, boys, work ! there's a better friend than gold. 
Who was never known to fail in need, and better far to hold ; 
You may have Him always with you, no frail, no brittle thing — 
'Tisfaithin Christ will cheer you,andmake your glad heart sing. 

Work, boys, work ! 

Persevere imto the end, never turn aside. 
Nor ever shirk thy task, whatever does betide ; 
Fast time flies — soon thy toil will all be o'er— 
Work well 'till death, thou'lt wake to life, then rest for 
evermore. 

Work, boys, work ! 
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FAR, PAR AT SEA. 



HROUGH the lone watch on wintry night. 
When men from toil axe free, 

The stars above, in myriads bright, 
In lines streamed on the sea. 



And as our gallant ship rode on. 

Tossing the silvery spray ; 
Just like a huge leviathan, 

She left a whitening way. 

And as each dimpling wave did wash 
The dark ship's shining side, 

You'«d hear the dolphins far off dash. 
While racing o'er the tide. 

Oft myriad lights phosphoric shone 

Like silvery mists afire ; 
Long time on deck I watch'd alone 

The bright unbuming fire. 

And then fair Lima from the deep. 
Her pallid face would raise ; 

And silver radiance o'er would creep, 
And ripling waves would blaze. 

On that long stream of shimmering light 
Dark specks at times were seen. 

Bearing afar a living freight. 
Far from their native green. 

See, see yon gleam on the lee-bow. 
Like morning's sun arising! 

Ho ! man your boats, ye gallant crew, 
Be not youj aid denying ! 
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The ruddy flames, upheaved on high, 
With wreaths of black'ning smoke j 

One lurid blaze oer' spreads the sky, 
Then thud like thimderstroke. 

A dark cloud hung o'er that fell spot. 

Of late so bright and free ; 
That night will never be forgot. 

That night far, far at sea. 

Some dark specks floating on the wave^ 
Now seen, now out of sight, 

Bear then we down if hap to save 
Men cast away at night. 

At length we near one luckless boat, 
0*er loaded with her freight ; 

Though waterlogged, she's still afloat, 
O, what a piteous sight ! • 

Women half rob'd, and children too. 
Still' d by the cold and fright ; 

While strong-arm' d sailors, good and true^ 
Row on with main and might. 

Now run close up ; oh ! what a shout 
Bursts from our gallant crew ! 

Hawsers and ready ropes cast out, 
To use which well they knew. 

Then from the davits lower'd a craft, 
Which soon the women gain ; 

Yo, ho ! my boys, haul with a will, 
The/re safe on board again. 

And then again, and once again 
The craft is quickly lower'd, 

And soon she's hoisted on the main. 
With joy all overpowered. 
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And now, their boat is hoisted up^ 
The rescued tended well ; 

Then all refreshed with cheering cup* 
Their perils gladly tell. 

Ah ! one amid that rescued throng. 
Gives out a hymn of praise ; 

Far o'er the waves that gladsome song. 
With thankful hearts they raise. 

' Them stretched all gladly on the deck, 

/ Thick blankets warmly covered, 

' And soon in sleep they little reck 

How late from deep recovered. 

Our course is changed for nearer land. 
Quick way the vessel makes ; 

At mom each hails the yellow sand, 
lAs soon as he awakes. 

Here reft of all he e'er possessed, 
A wanderer o'er the land ; 

When his ship fired, he little guessed, 
He'd hail so bright a strand. 

Boats are lowered and soon are fill'd. 
With anxious hearts and sore ; 

Quickly they're rowed by men well skill' d. 
And landed on the shore. 

Now danger's past, remembrance clear. 
That roams e'er bright and free, 

Paints sufferings, only void of fear. 
Once felt, far, far at sea ! 
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THE INVITATION. 




OME, hie to the greenwood 

Gracefully waving. 
Where many a moiintain fiood, 
Moss'd rocks are laving ! 
View the gay daffodil, 

Drooping and lonely, 
Kiss'd by the foaming rill, 

Weeping there only. 
See there the mountain oak. 

Aged and tall, 
Chroan with the heavy stroke, 

Doom'd for its fall. • 

Hie to the greenwood, 

Down in yon dell! 
There watch the mountain flood, 

Fresh from the fell. 
Bubbling and babbling along, 

With its wild tuneless song. 
Tossing and tumbling about. 

Flashing away ; 
Leaping the golden red trout. 

Where the flies play ; 

See, up doth spring 

The bright grayling ! 
And like a shower of spray, 
Falleth all night, and falleth all day. 

Bloom of wild apple. 

Red, white, and dapple, 
Dotting the feaiher'd ferns, 
Down by the rushing bums : 

And the white asphodels, 
All nodding and dancing, 

Near mossy cove, 

Low in the grove, 
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Where sunlight ia gleaming 

Oa dark-eyed blue bells. 

And pebbles and shells. 

While the brown wren. 

Once and again, 

Fops in and out. 

And round about. 

Among the sprays. 

On summer days 

Like these. 

Which please 
AUmen. 

Here wild bird's song 

Oharm hours along. 
Come, gaze on Nature fresh, enjoy these woodland lays ; 
Pour oui, your joyful thanks, in strMus of grateful praise ! 



A LEGEND OF THE ABBOT'S ELH, 
AT SASEBY. 



5 IGHT on the Abbey's turfy green, 
\ An old Elm stands alone ; 

Three hundred summers hath it seen. 

And winters, too, agone. 
Its wasting trunk proclaims its age, 
i All hollow at its core ; 

I Beneath its shadow many a sage 
I Deep studied booklore. 

Low in its clefts the cream- white owl 

Did wink thro' sunny day; 
And high above its shelly bole 

Sang thrush &om topmost spray. 
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And there beneath its pleasant shade, 

When night grew on the day, 
And cast o'er dell, and stream, and glade. 

Her melancholy ray ; 
Alone sat Christie, lonely maid ! 

Wild weed flowers near strewed. 
Her snow white hands on bosom laid, 

Her eyelids earthward bow'd. 
" lU'fated day, unlucky hour ! 

That drove my love to distant lands. 
And left me in the hateful power 

Of other and of harsher hands. 



Time was, when in my father's hall. 

Unknown to care my heart beat high ; 
With servitors at beck and call, 

No sorrow dimm'd my gleesome eye. 
But thoughts now come, and thoughts now go. 

And time flits past, and day departs ; 
My lone heart feels its load of woe, 

And trembling, oft at shadows starts. 
No peace for me on earth is left. 

No joys to ease my aching breast ; 
Of love, and hope, and friends bereft, 

I am of maidens most distrest." 



While thus she sat, with throbbing fear, 

A creaking, rustling sound she heard 
Start from the elm tree near her ear ; 

Was it the noise of frighted bird ? 
Nay, 'twas the old Elm's quiVring joy, 

That spoke in language clear and plain : 
" Who seek for shelter, none destroy, 

I swear by my branch and grain ; 
Thus from the falcon 'scapes the dove, 

And from the wolf the roe ; 
And thus, my love I always prove 

To those who seek my shade in woe." 
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*' For once in the shade of my arms, 

Matters it not for time or tide, 
Shelter from fear and base alarms, 

And succour for all I provide.'* 
Now in dread wonder and amaze 

The careless maiden moveless stood. 
She had no power to turn her gaze 

Towards the darksome Abbey Wood ; 
For there a Knight, in armour bright, 

Rode nobly on his charger black. 
Whose trappings richly gleamed in light, 

Emerging from the woodland track. 

But when he issued from the shade. 

And reached yon flower-enamell'd green ; 
Instinctively a halt he made 

To ponder on the lovely seen. 
There rose in front the Abbey grey. 

Deeply fringed with leafy wood. 
And in the distance far away. 

Dimly old Richmond's Castle stood ; 
While gently winding on his left. 

Swift Swale wound on his devious course. 
And near the old Elm, rent and cleft. 

Cast shadow far o'er Knight and horse. 

Up-sprang a breeze which gave a flutter 

Beneath the Abbey Elm's deep shade, 
That made the maiden start and utter 

A fainting scream, as sore afraid. 
His mettl'd steed there pawed the ground. 

Which rous'd the Knight's deep leverie ; 
He looked up, and he looked round, — 

What was it met his searching eye ? 

Seen dimly thro' that darkling light 

Was a fair figure, motionless ; 
Love fill'd her heart, which threw a bright 

Gleam from her eye, his form to bless. 



Down quick he cast the bridie rein, 

And in hot haste leapt to the giound ; 
" 0, Christie, ChriBtie, once again, 

O, Christie, Christie, thou ait found ! " 
Neath the shade of that old elm tree 

The Knight caught up the maiden bright ; 
Then mounting steed, piepai'd to flee. 

Love cover'd b; the coming night. 

The Abbey hell chim'd for vesper time. 

No maiden could by monks be found ; 
They sought that eve, they sought till prime. 

They sought about, they sought around. 
The old elm quivering, laugh'd with joy. 

And quiver'd and laugh'd again, — 
" Who seek my shadow, none destroy, 

I sweat by my branch and grain." 
He laugh'd aloud with ha ! ha ! na ! 

He quiver'd and laugh'd am<un. 
And echo repeated his ha, ha, ha! 

But found was she never again. 
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WILDFOWL. 



I HE day declines, the wildfowl pour 
In lengthened myriads to the shore ; 
The God of day encrimson'd shines, 
And sinks into his golden mines. 
From distant lands these thousands stray, 
God guided in their mystic way. 
And settling on the sedgy beach, 
Far as the searching eye can reach. 
With varied note and whistling wing, 
Their gladsome grace for food they sing. 
God's ways by man past finding out. 
Who can his kind protection doubt ? 
When thro' the darkness and the storms. 
His love these instincts low informs. 
He guides o'er hill and valley wide. 
O'er forest dark, and foaming tide. 
To where their food's in plenty found, 
And will not ours, O, Lord ! abound ? 
Yes, Lord, we know Thou wilt provide, 
For all our wants thro' time and tide. 
Let us ne'er doubt, grieve, or repine. 
Straight be our course, direct our line I 
O, let Thy mercy on us shine, 
Be Thou ouj guide, for we are Thine I 
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THE BABES m TEE HOTOTADT. 

Twu cliildtcii, aged ax aad tiaet lopcctivel;, woe mined from tbeii homes 
at Biynmiwr, betwem Moomoolh and Breconshite, a fsw ereningi piCTions to 
Jaaiuij, 29, 1869 ; ind, despite eraj seuch, ooidd not be fo^d nntil the 
faliowiDg creDiDg, wben tbe; were disoneied liit asleep aod vn^ in each 
otbei's irau. Fiom tlieit own sccoant ihey uppeu to hate ilept for twenty 
four boun ia that exposed podtioa. 

Durbatn Adveriiur, Jan. »glb, lit^. 



two little girls one auimy day, 
Full of fresh life and yigoni. 
Set out to have a meny play, 

Tho' cold the wintry weather. 

These sisters blithely tript along. 
O'er heath and grassy bent ; 

And trilled oat iheii merry song. 
As on their way they went. 

All heedless of thni aged sire. 
They inward pleasuie felt ; 

And now forgot the cottage fire, 

Where dear lov'd patents dwelt. 
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Onward, and up the mountain roam 

The lovely little pair, 
Far from their comfortable home, 

Nor dream of sorrow there. 

They roll loose stones down mountain's side. 

Laugh at the speed they go, 
As each one bounds, sweeps, starts, and slides 

Far down the steep below. 

But tired with their pastime then. 

And night quick drawing on, 
The path no longer can they ken. 

They sink down near a stone. 

And oft they cry and shout in vain. 

The sounds die on the wind ; 
They shout more loud, they cry again, — 

Their way they cannot find. 

The younger one, out-ti/d at last. 

Her arms round sister threw ; 
The elder to her bosom clasp'd 

The younger, chill'd with dew. 

Close they hugg'd each other there, 

High up the mountain's side ; 
And lisped out their simple prayer, 

When gloam'd the eventide. 

Closer they crept beneath the rock. 

To shelter from the wind ; 
Though folded tight each scanty frock. 

But little warmth they find. 

Far up the hill that night, next day, 

The friends and parents look ; 
They search each place where they might play. 

And then they search the brook. 

» 

Thro' wintry night and piercing frost 
These bab^ had not been seen ; 

They soandly slept, tho' they were lost-* 
Would this had never been ! 
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At length, when friends despairing turn. 

As night drew on apace, 
They found them near that noisy bum,— 

Up-tum'd one infant face. 

Pale, cold, and rigid, deathly still. 

With younger in her arms ; 
First joy, then anguish all hearts fiU : 

For parents, what alarms ! 

Instant they raise the infant pair. 

And hurry from the spot ; 
Sure, sunk in death ! their friends despair — 

But soon they reach the cot. 

They rub, they chafe each stiffened form. 

Then lay them in their bed, 
Where warm they rest untouched by storm— 

Life's not for ever fled. 

As warmth returns they ope their eyes, 

But seem as dreaming still ; 
And then the younger sobs and cries,*^ 

'" Lost, lost upon the hill ! " 

Next, moves the elder with a start. 

And stares in wonder roimd. 
Cries, sighing from her inmost heart,— 

" Foimd, mother ! we are found ! " 

Then food and careful potions give 

These parents to their dears, 
Rejoic'd that still their loVd ones live, 

Forgotten now their fears. 

A night and day these children slept 

Upon the moimtain's side. 
For covert to the rock they crept. 

Which God did them provide. 



TO A MOTHER, ON THE DEATH 
OF HER ONL; son. 



LET no tears bedew thine eye. 

No sighs be from thy bosom torn ; 
Tho' Fate has bid thy lov'd one die. 

Mis soul to happier climeB is borne. 
No sorrow can thy loss replace. 

No tears can rouse the sleeping dead. 
Nought plant again upon his face 

TheruddybloomwhichNatureshed. ' 

At mom we blossom, fresh and gay, 

Our chequer'd life is but a span ; 
When Death, with hasty strides, cries, 
" stay ! " 
And vesper's star sets with the man. 
O, when thou hear'at the solemn bell, 

Withmoumful sound rise on the air ! 
Remember — 'tis some friend's farewell, 
And loudly calls, " prepare, prepare ! " 

Thy boy is gone to another shore. 

Where pan nor fear prevail. 
But all is joy for crermore, — 

O, cease that mother's wsul ! 
Thy boy is gone — no longer weep. 

His spirit can no tears remove ; 
Soon, soon thy dust shall with hia sleep. 

Thy spirit, too, join his above ! 





BISHOPLEY CRAG. 



RST Bishopley Crag reared his head to the sky. 
Old Bishopley Crag, once so steep and so high; 
But Bishopley Crag is now wasting away. 

Still less, growing less hy day and hy day ; 

So must it be, when the lever and blast 

Deep in his bosom are day by day cast. 

The fairies once here nightly revels did keep. 
Now all lonely they sit, and sorrow, and weep ; 
Blasted their starry caves, wasted and gone. 
As daily they vanish away, one by one. 
On Bishopley Crag the moon casts her gleam 
Through clouds of deep sorrow, askant is her beam ; 
Not brightly, as wont, is her silver sheen spread, 
But gloomy and dark o'er the graves of her dead. 

The lone cushat now, from her nest in the yew. 
Is startled, and speeds far away out of view ; 
The thrush and the blackbird, alike overawed, 
Flit stealthily past — scarce fly they abroad. 
How grievous that man such fair scene should max — 
O, that his wants had been far away, far ! 
Ere he came to destroy the peace and repose 
That reigned in this lone dell at day's dewy close. 

The fairies alarmed, to their deep caverns creep. 
And there in deep sorrow they wail and they weep ; 
No more by the moonlight at eve on that green. 
May their gay elfin forms at nightfall be seen. 
All sportive and blithe, with the dew on the wing, 
As, circling aroimd, they dance and they sing ; 
Then, sated with joy, hie to caves in quaint rocks. 
Ere moming at portal of high heaven knocks. 
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All pure once the air on these heather-capt hills, 

And sprightly the golden trout in the bright rills ; 

Kow tainted the breezes from Bollihope Fell, 

Now poisoned the pure stream that flow'd down the dell. 

O, hated Avarice ! when will thy hard hand 

Stay further destruction of this fairy-land ? 

Morality flees when thy dread feet approach, 

Thou heedest no words of reproof or reproach ; 

** Ho ! gold — gather gold ! " is thy watchword afar, 

No matter the joys such gatherings mar ; 

No matter the soul, so the body live well — 

Heard' st thou ne'er of a noisome spot, — ^nethermost hell t 

In this green-wooded dell scarce ever was heard 
Aught but noise of the bum, and song of the bird ; 
Fit tribute to God for such loveliness given, 
Sweet songs of joy and praise, meet for high heaven. 
Hearest thou that echo ring wild down below : 
Whence sound so shocking ? — O, it savours of woe ! 
Resoimding with blows, on hard flinty rock. 
Come oaths, jests, and jeers, the pure heart to shock. 

But, hark ! a soft note lures the pain-strained ear, 

Sweet melody swells, lovely Nature to cheer ; 

And the clear- voiced choir their full anthem peel, 

Ah ! who then, that heard, aught but joyance could feel ? 

High rang the alto through that leafy dell. 

And deeply the bass poured forth its rich swell ; 

Then the full-voiced choir in unison chime, 

And birds silent listen to tune and to time. 

Glad echo, rejoicing, repeateth the strain. 

Glad echo repeats it, again and again. 

How many of those whose voices were raised 

In l3iis sylvan spot, and their Author there prsused. 

Are left to revisit— remember loved forms 

Of dear ones now passed &om this world of storms ? 

They*ve gone to re-chant in the realms of the skies. 

In glorifl.ed forms, where the soul never dies, 

Sigh anthems of bliss ; and when angels cry, ** come ! " 

liaj we all meet together in Heaven our home. 

L 




POVERTY. 



POVERTY ! who knows thy rank- 
ling care. 
Who knowB the pains of poor bnt 
honest men ? 
Go thou, nnd for a season with them share 

Theirgriping.waatingwant, and surely then 
Thou wilt believe the heail-sick trials that 
they bear. 

At mom they rise irotn pallet poor and cold, 
Half clad, ill fed, they weakly go to toil ; 

Theii wealth and goods, the rags they on them hold^ 
Scavce fit for the old ragman's dirty spoil— 

Which to the feeling world their misery unfold. 

Their children round are in no better plight. 

For food they cry — the mother wails and weeps ; 

While she, by fondling, calms them, night by night. 
Tho' pinched hard, scant, mouldy food she keep* 

For self — poor children ! ye her life and light. 

Soon, quite worn out, she droops and dies ; 

Her haggard offspring, and her husband gaunt. 
Bend o'er her dead, with streaming eyes ; 

Short time, deep grief dries uptheir pinching want; 
While they from poignant, hungry sorrow, searee can rise. 

Thp roan's big heart outswell'd, then sudden breaks, 
Clasping dead infant in bis bony arms ; 

And what becomes of them it now not recks. 

They're gone far, fai away from this world's horto or 
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Cbim Avarice looks, nor drops a passing tear 
On those who have depai-ted hence for aye ; 

The orphans cry, but Luxury doth not hear, 
And Pride rides on in tinselled array, 

Nor spares look, word, or deed, their closing day to cheer. 

Had they no friend, not one in this hard world ? 

Yet they all bravely died — how then was this P 
The Shepherd led them to His Heavenly Fold, 

And, lacking wealth and pity, gave them bliss, 
In hope of everlasting joys, for gold unbought, unsold. 




IN MEMORIAM, 1865. 

^HE dark dull, days are come again, the evening of the 
year, 
The fluttering leaves are flying fast from woods all 
dank and sere. 

And are whirl'd in many an eddying gust in showers overhead. 
Or rustle in the dark, brown wood, beneath the rabbits* tread. 
The song-birds from the trees are flown, and hide them far 

awav. 
And nought but pattering rain is heard throughout the live- 
long day. 
Where are the bright-eyed flowers gone, that charmed us 

with their hue. 
The blushing rose, the lily white, the violet's deepening blue ? 
Alas ! they're chang'd, and what a change has fedlen on the 

flowers ! 
They're lying in their lowly beds, like the fair and good of 

ours; . 
The snow is falling where they lie, the cold white winter snow. 
While the streamlets ceaskss babble, as they to the ocean flow. 
Which tell us how time^rolb along by their endless sweet 

refrain ; «.o»^i^ 

But they'll charm no more upon this^ur loved one again. 
Then let us turn to other streams, far up in Heaven above 
Where we together shall behold the Infinite in love. 



^ e 



so 




THE DEATH OF SHEELAH. 



While fishing in the Wear, near to Black Banks, I discorered therein the 
body of Thomas Armstrong, a native of Wolsingham, but who had lately lited 
at Washington, and I drew him ont of the water. He had drowned himself 
when in an unsound state of mind, and was buried, at Wolsingham, July 19, 
1856. A few years after, while filing at the same place, I saw a poor emacia^ 
ted dog, pacing to and fro, sometimes in the water, sometimes out. He had 
been taken by some neighbouring farmers to their homes and fed, but as soon 
as released, he returned to the same place. A person of the name of White, also 
of unsound mind, had been found in the river, near Bishop Auckland, a day or 
two after the dog had died. This impressed me with the idea that the dog had 
belonged to him, and that he had entered the water at this place. If the 
circumstance were so, the coincidence is most remarkable. Under this im- 
pression, and as a further illustration of the fidelity of the dog, the following 
lines were written. 



T the dead of the night, when the valley was still. 
And all sunk in slumber were heedless of ill. 
There rose in the valley a wailing and cry, 
Which the nerves of a traveller did fearfully try, 
As he passed down the rail, in the dead of the night. 
Never dreaming of seeing an unco' strange sight. 

He was bold as old Hector, he feared not a thing, 

When, hark ! through the darkness a wild death howl did ring ; 

He stopped all amazed, and his hair stood on end. 

Prepared from night robbers himself to defend. 

Up rolled it again far o'er valley and wood, 

And his limbs sorely shook as he wonderingly stood, 

A visage all pale seemed to rise 'fore his face, 
When off he dashed home at a fox-hunter'a pace ; 
Nor far did he run, when quite sobered with fear. 
High that howl once again rolled over the Wear ; 
Then full faster he dashed to gain the " Brig Stane,'^ 
But the pace and dread fear did give him much pain. 

But at last it was reached, and he threw himself down. 
And he hetaved, and he shook from his heel to his crowns 
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Now still as he lay, all exhausted with fright^ 
He saw through the shadows and darkness of night. 
Tommy's ghost arise slowly from bed of the Wear, 
And the sweat then ran off him in terror and fear. 

A wailing howl sadly re-echoed afar, 

Loudly moaning the dead o'er rock, tree, and scar ; 

Then from dark bridge's arch, there arose solemenly 

A weird form and sound, 'tween a bark and a cry. 

His brain all areehng, he fancied he saw 

A black cur he knew with some white on his paw. 

A face, too, discerned all pale — ah ! 'twas white ! 
Rise out of the Wear, though so dark was the night ; 
Then dread stillness again held fast everything, 
Save the endless rechant of Wear's murmuring, 
Till at length wilder wailing rent earth sky and air» 
And his soul sank within him in fear and despair. 

Rippled softly the birches on bonnie Black Bank, 
And the Bradley Bum walerflags dripping and dank ; 
When he slowly arose, and all stiff and all cold. 
To his home hurried quickly, and dread story told. 
For ten days and ten nights, faithful Sheelah kept wateli. 
He no rest from lamenting and sorrow could catch. 

Far down in the depths of the swift running Wear, 
Lay his master all cold, his master so dear ! 
And he wailed and he moaned, in sorrow and woe. 
Nor from that fatal spot would he willingly go ; 
Whene'er they removed him for shelter and food, 
He no sooner escaped than he ran down the w6od,^*» 

Took his stand on the rocks, but he waited in vain ; 
His master that faithful friend ne'er saw again. 
At last, worn with hunger, and watching, and cold— 
A pattern of faith to the young and the old- 
Paid his life with his love for his master so dear, 
And died on the banks of the bonnie old Wear ! 
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THE BAT. 

|HC dun ere cometh on apace, 
And night's dark curtain shrouds the skj, 
Casting a gloom on all around ; 
Yet, on the western crimson's face, 
We see thy dark form flitting by, 

But hear we not thy soft wings' sound. 

Through among the insects glanting. 

Threading thy quick and silent flight, 
In and out with flickering ease ; 
Thou of food art never wanting ; 

God guided when the stars of night 

Gleam brightly through the darklins: trees. 

In many a mazy ring thou whirlest. 

Straight in and out, then round about 

The old church porch and buttress grey ; 
Swiftly 'mid the gravestones twirlest. 

Or skim'st the pool where wary trout 
Still watches for his insect prey. 

While the drowsy beetle droneth, 

'Mid sweet flowers o'er dead men growing 
In all their bright and glad array ; 
While the night breeze sadly moaneth, 

And the streams keep onward flowing. 
Till end of Old Time's longest <&y. 

Thou silently, yet swiftly flying, 

E'er feeding as thou speedest along, 
Each eve as thou art call*d abroad, 
Thee, thy food God ne'er denying. 

And though thou singest no merry song, 
Flittest with praise on Nature's road. 

Seen to day, but not to-morrow. 

Fierce storms and tempests may float by, 
And sleet and snow may insects kill ; 
Sleep wilt thou, unknown to sorrow, 
Sleep, sleep on all tranquilly ! 

Unpain'dby carking care or slanderer's ill. 
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BEPENTANGE. 

I HE way was long, the wind was cold. 
The pilgrim bent with ages ; 
His sorrows deep once did unfold 
Thro' all their diflfrent stages. 

And thus he said, — " When I was young, 
I followed youthful pleasures ; 

On all sides beauty smiled and flung 
Around her tempting treasures. 

And thus I went from gay to gayer, 

Charmed to intoxication ; 
Ah ! sweetly worked the deadly slayer 

Of mankind thro' the nation. 

It was but right — ^misus'd delight 
Brought passion's fell disorders ; 

As sparkling waves on ocean bright 
Oft wreck on rocky borders. 

Then 'twas not strange I long'd for change, 

Regrets in vain pursuing ; 
Unlicens'd passions will derange, — 

They're virtues all undoing. 

Reform'd in time, O, good intent ! 

Steep' d in repentant sorrow ; 
The string was s train' d, the bow was bent, 

And ready was the arrow. 

In mercy great 'twas turned aside, 

Nor loosed was the string ; 
Go, follow virtue ! nought beside 

True happiness can bring." 
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PIC-NIC AT BRADLEY WELL 

SING of Bradley WeU, 
Whose healthful waters swell ; 

I sing of merry meeting and of joy, 
That oft the valley fills ; 
Heedless of distant ills, 
Whose burden present comfort would destroy. 

Here, by the bubbling bum, 

With many a winding turn 
Among the hazels and the alders green. 

Upon the flowery grass 

Sit many a lad and lass ; 
No hirer ones can thro' the world be seen. 

These, many a prank and wile, 

The summer eve beguile ; 
Merry are they, full of their quips and cranks. 

That fill both rich and poor, 

When, on holiday out door. 
They buoyant play on green and mossy banks. 

Lo, now the music comes ! 

Then maiden ballad hums. 
And youth sets out to form the country dance ; 

The fiddler tunes his string, 

Shawls off the maidens fling. 
And merry music soon their souls entrance. 

Joy in each face is seen, 

While tripping o'er the green. 
Such as is only known at times like these ; 

When care is cast away. 

And fun, the live long day, 
Rides full of romp and mirth 'neath shady trees. 

They, after dance and laugh, 

The min'ral water quaff. 
When many a lengthen'd visage then is seen ; 

And many a pretty dear 

Looketh then rather queer, 
With countenance a laugh and cry between. 



is 



And ■BIT' & atrsBiger jQizt&^ 

Of manmers aH unonztiL.. 
Indac'd hf msadeun'^ "^ cranks and waatu tt wiLB^ 

Does take a CTirna cnp^ 

And then begfna^ to ^np. 
WUle at hjs qaeer gninace siie mifrk^ and sm£l!es» 

TI]£xi SGoa a fere is made. 

The kettle hcSsd^ doth laid. 
And an prepare tke cakes and tea to ^laore ; 

Then roond the cloth thej sit, ^ 

Each choosng a tit bit 
To offer to his lore and lad j fidr. 

With tea and cake well filled, 

Tho' many a saucer's spilled. 
They, up-risen from grassy couch, prepare to plaj; 

And *' Terzy " is the game, 

'Tis held in highest fame, — 
Where maid and youth speed on their circling vaj. 

In and out, and round about. 

Behind, beneath, no doubt. 
Fleeing from each, yet each with heat pursue ; 

Till, fairly caught at last, 

His arm around her cast. 
The kiss is won, while blushes cheeks imbue. 

At. length, when tired of this, — 

Is youth e'er tired to kiss ? — 
They sit in groups, each with his lady fair ; 

Now merry songs arise, 

AJlong the evening skies. 
Then all for home reluctantly prepare. 

Each hand they hearty shake, 

Their way they homeward take, 
Where many a story there they often tell 

Of each sweet stolen kiss, 

Of dance, and song, and bliss, — 
Pic-nicing they enjoyed at Bradley Well. 
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THE SWALLOWS. 

IRDS of the silent wing, 
Where are you hastening? 

Over the sea, over the river. 
Come back to me, come back for ever. 
Nest in the eves, 
When spring leaves 
Hang on garden and forest trees, 
Shining and bright. 
Sweep o'er the runlet and babbling brook. 
Thro' the shady and sheltered nook. 

Over the church and over the spire. 
May your wings never tire ! 

Gladsome and light, 
In the spring's cheery breeze. 

Far, since yester mom. 
Have ye been home 
Nor lost nor forlorn, 

Led by a strong arm 
Thro' the blue trackless air. 
Thro' foul and thro' fair. 
Unknown to despair, 

Unscathed from harm 
From some fair sunny clime. 
Not forgetting the time. 
Safely landed at last, tho' weaiy and worn. 

Haste, lovely swallows ! 

O'er meadows and fallows, 

Over the deeps, and over the shallows, 

Lead forth your tender young, 
Twittering and skimming. 
Where brooklet is bubbling and brimming. 
And insects are spinning 

Frc»n gravel upspnmg ; 
Near where lazy trout 

With a dart and a spring, 
Casteth his golden sides out. 

Making the waters ring. 
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Ovei the mountain, over the river 
Where oziet fironds qmvet. 
Skim on smoothly eveT, 
Gladding the sight 1 
Over the moor and ovei the fell. 
Over the vaUey and over the Bwell, 
While tinkleth the merry sheep bell, 
Ere long winter's night. 
Hide you &om the sight 
Of all who adnure and love you bo well. 



SONG. 

rtg . WE'LL eit ia sight 
f^\ I Of the bumie bt^ht, 
i^^'ii- When summer sons are shining ! 
**^ ' And carol of the glorious night. 

While the sun is low declining. 

Yon glimmering star 

That blinks afar. 
Of love for thee, and love for me. 

In ether blue, 

Fair emblem true, 
A gaerdon pure and bright shall be. 

0, haste and dng. 

In fairy ring, 
A witching song of coming days ; 

When far away. 

In bright array. 
We'll join in angels' songs of praise. 





TIME WILL TELL 



IME will tell the fleeting Lours 
Ride silently, — time all devouTB 
What heartfelt bleasiaga have been 



In the dark or in the Eght, 
What the stru^le, what the fight. 
What the wrong, and what the rightl 
Time wiU tell ! 

Who has suffer' d, who has joy'd ! 
How the time has been employed; 
What preserved, and what destroyed. 
Time will tell ! 



What the lores, and what the fears ; 
What the joys, and what the teara,— 
What of good or ill appears, 
Time will tell! 

What we've done in duty's cause. 
What abuse, or what applause ; 
Speed onward all, without a pause, — 
Time will tell ! 

If th,e better part our choice. 

If we mourn or if rejoice ; 

If heard conscience' mighty voice. 

Time will tell ! 

The father's hope, the mother's joy, 
The prattlings of their infant boy. 
Whose love nought earthly can deatroyy- 
Time wiUteil! 
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Days of sunshine, nights of storm, 
The beautiful — the rude in form ; 
What doth excel, and what deform, 
Time wiU teU ! 

Who hath fasted, who hath pray'd, 
Who hath fallen, who hath stray'd ; 
What each his treasure here has made, 
Time will teU ! 



SONG, STAR OP THE SEA. 




TAR of the Sea ! 
Hope of the free ! 
Kept safe by thee, 
Slaves we'll ne'er be, — 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea ! 

Despots may try. 
Fierce may let fly 
Balls thro* the sky ; 
Ours the battle cry, — 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea ! 

East, south, or nor'ard. 
Hail ships for'ard ; 
Ne'er flag lower' d, 
Proving us coward,— 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea ! 

Dread not their lines, 
Springing their mines ; 
Vain their designs, 
Freedom's sun shines, — 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea i 



Ne'er will we doubt 
The rock and the rout 
Of foes driTen out, 
Victoria ! about, — 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea! 

Three cheers on high 
Rend eea and aky ; 

'BtoadsideB let fly, 
OppresBors shall die, — 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea ! 

Health to our Queen, 
Exalted in mien ! 
Fiac'd hath she been, 
Freedom to screen ; 
Long may she be, 
Star of the Sea, Star of the Sea! 




THE MOTOTAIN SHEPHEED. 




IGH up among the Weaidale 
Felk— 
It was a lonely spot — 
A shepherd, thio' the wintry 
snowB, 
A scanty living got. 
But he had leam'd ftom the 
Great Book 
A lesson for to read ; 
And how, from it. Hie love to man. 
The Almighty had decreed. 



^'Z^^ 



• That Book he drew from out his breast. 

And oft in it would spell ; 
And good it was that he did draw 

From out so pure a well. 
Oft gaz'd he on the landscape lone. 

In stormy grandeur dress'd ; 
And when the sun in glory shone, 

The God of heaven bless'd. 

His fleecy flock he gather'd in 

When angry storms arose ; 
And herded them in shelter'd spots. 

There warmly to repose ; 
And when the sun out lioke again. 

And all the landscape smil'd. 
He stretch'd him on a. heathery slt^e, 

While holy thoughts begiiil'd. 

He gaz'd on heaven's blue expanse, 

While wond'ring thoughts rose high ; 

And pictur'd to his fenCT there. 
His Friend above the sky. 



And then to eaxih his yision turned. 

With all its worldly store ; 
Thought of the end ao sure to come 

When time ahaU be no more. 

When heaven and earth shall melt away. 

All in the glitteriuf; air ; 
How they'll rejoice in their new birth — 

Those myriad spirits fair ! 
Tea, in the twinkling of an eye 

Shall they all countless rise ; 
Washed by Messiah's saving blood. 

To fit them for the skies. 

And there, " before God's awful throne," 

Where angels constant wing. 
May he, redeem'd by Jesus' blood. 

His Father's glory sing. 
Then all these spirits purified. 

Will heavenly anthems raise ; 
And shake the everlasting hills 

With thanks, and prayer, and praise. 




^^'^^^^^^^^^/^ 
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ROOKS, flow alopg, along, along. 
Bubbling on with merry song ; 
Nothing in Nature blithe as ye. 
Bubbling on by wood and lea; 
Nothing as ye the sense can please. 
Meandering on tbro' forest trees. 

Then out upon the open plain 
.\ I Ye wind about and turn agun, 
L j/i Now o'er golden gravel humming, 
Now far down on pebbles drumnung. 
Thus, thus along your way you wend 
Dashing aslant with many a bend. 



In among bright ferns and flowen, 
Past lichen'd rocks and shady bowers. 
Round about the garden paling. 
Near where sails the silver grayling ; 
While here and there, and round t^ut. 
Sweeps, for his prey, the golden trout. 

Here ye bathe the willowy fronds 
Drooping low on the stilly ponds ; 
There ye crawl thro' the giant reeds. 
Slow trailing under broad-leav'd weeds ; 
Round ptunted flowers and tangled gross, 
Miuor'd in Nature's looking-glass. 

Here, oft ye lash the ruddy rocks. 
Clattering on with merry knocks ; 
While the grey linnet in the bush. 
And the mellow-toned brown thrush. 
Join the din with their cheery notes. 
Whose song o'er wood and water floats. 
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Down thro' bridge's echoing arch. 

Up, up, 'mid sprajs of graceful larch, 

High up the hill, then far away. 

Dies out the distant roundelay ; 

Sweet birds, sing out ; brooks, flow along ; 

Delighting with twin Natures' song. 

Thro' rich meadpws, flower bedeckt,' 
While the blue sky with clouds is fleckt, 
And deep, broad shadows, as they go, 
Far o'er the shining landscape throw. 
Darkening purple moor and feU, 
Waving com, and wooded deU. 

Loved brooks, flow ye along, along ! 
Up, keeping up your merry song, 
Jpined by bright insects' sleepy hum. 
And lone woodpecker's sounding drum; 
Along your banks the ott^r creepeth. 
Near where halcyon gleaming sitteth, 

Watching the little finny fry, 
With gaudy plume and piercing eye; 
While the lonely angles passeth, ' 
As a rainbpw bright he flasheth. 
And rapid as the %htning's gleam, 
Down swoops inu> the limpid stream. 

Brooks, flow along, along,, along ! 
With your sweet imtiring song ; 
Then will I e'er your prases sing. 
My joy shall o'er your waters ring, 
Tot ye, around each living thing, 
A gorgeous halo deftly fling. 




••♦ 
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snuH£K Mnsmas. 



OWN by the river. 

In sweet Sununei-timei 
Love we to wander, 

At moming'B sweet prime. 
Far o'er the crystal Btieams, 

Shadows are beaming ; 
Bngraven with flowers, 

" " gleuning. 



Then Sol, ainklng low, 

In blue arch above. 
Gilds all-teeming earth, 

Piegnant with love. 
Eeneatb bosky shade, 

"Wand'ring at eve ; 
Joys, — 0, unspeakable ! 

Then we receive. 

The rabbit 'mid con, 

Bevel is keeping ; 
While o'er the ant hills. 

Young ones are leaping. 
Mark well what passes 

In meadow below. 
Where countless grasses 

Luxuriuntly grow. 

Hear lapwings' strange cry 

How echo aroimd. 
As swooping tbey fly 

Near young on the gronnd. 
Walch, lark, ever blest ! 

Olad fltftdly mount. 
And trill over nest. 

Her joy to recount. 
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SUSNY MAY. 

AIL, lovely month ! thy dimpled factf 
Our genial summers ever grace. 
With garlands bright and fair ! 
Grant us thy beauty to admire. 
Nor of such pleasure ever tire, 
Down in the valley there ! 

Where cuckoo sings her simple lay. 
On natal mom of mildest May, 

Re-echoing around ; 
And bids the rustic heart rejoice 
At sound of her prophetic voice. 

And joyful stir the ground. 

For thine it is to bid the flowers, 
Refresh'd by cooling summer showers, 

Or bathed in pearly dew, 
Their bright-hued petals wide unfold » 
And clothe the plain with verdant gold. 

And Flora's robe renew. 

The violet, little floWer, outvies 
In scent the tulips' varied dyes, 

And perfumes all the vale ; , 
In May's glad morn the hawthorn spreads 
Its odours o'er the waving meads, 

And loads the passing gale. 

The woodbine bound in varied wreaths. 
Its honied scent to evening breathes. 

From many a wood and dell ; 
And lovely shrubs and flowers unbind 
Their fragrance to the wordless wind, 

On many a crag and fell. 

The fleecy wanderers crop their fill. 
While lambkins sport from hill to hill. 

The shining hours away ; 
Glad songsters, too, a feathery throng. 
Chant high their evening carol song. 

And praise the Sunny May. 



AH AiraLEK'S SONQ. 




S a jolly old angler how I love to roam 
Througli tlie green, grassy meadows fai, tar 
from my home, 
And to hear the lark trilling, high op 

in the sky, 
While his mate and her callow biood 
est in the rj-e ; 
Come. listen my atory, — come, 

hearken my tale. 
And I'U tell you of angling in 
Tees, Wear, or Swale ! 

I There are blue waters rolling in 
' brook, stream, or lake. 

From which salmon, or grayling, 
or trout, you may take ; 
With a light springy rod and a fine tapering line, 
0, what miss, jolly angler, can pass this of mine ? 
Come, listen, &c. 

When the bright sun is rising and mists melt away. 
Hurry we to the atreama for a fly*fishing day ; 
And a dram, for good Itick, let each of us take. 
Just to prevent cholic, fell rheum, or toothache. 
Come, listen, kc. 

There's a golden tront rising near yon mosgy bank. 
Where the birch and the willow hang dripping and dank; 
Lightly cast there your fly, right over the spot. 
Then, behold ! what a prize, jolly angler, you've got. 
Come, listen, &c. 

You may hunt, you may shoot, you may gamble and play. 
But far more bewitching is a fly-fiahing day! 
No regrets and no pains does it e'er leavp behind, 
But sound health and good feeling fill body and mind. 
Come, Usten, &k. 




CHIIBGHTAIU) H178BIQ8. 

lAUSE here among the silent dead. 
And view the tiophies love would 
rdee 
O'er those for whom kind hearts have 

bled. 
And mark the emptjr mead of praise. 

Tea, panse \ 'tis holy gratmd, and here 

Deep silence reigns above, below; 
The dead know not nor pain nor fear. 

Nor summer's sun, noi winter's snow. 

Low, side by side, tbe rich, the poor. 

In their cold cells rest on for aye ; 
No difference here, all sleep secure. 

Nor wake until tbe judgment day. 

Be i( our task, while bere below, 

To shew our love with ceaseless ken ; 

If here we fail, deep, bitter woe 
Will ever he our portion then. 

Here, gazing on each lowly bed. 

Thought soars aloft to time away. 
When all shall rise, with gloried bead. 

To meet tbe Lord in endless day. 

Upon that day, that judgment day ! 

"Wm risen myriads fill tbe air ; 
And earth will melt in smoke away, 

Aiid skies be filled with praise and prayer. 

May sad regrets for wasted hours 

No longer fill tbe expectant soul ! 
May faitb, and hope, and joy be ours. 

When finite Time shall cease to toll ! 

Pause, then, and think what may the end 

Of this short life for ever prove ; 
Yea, pause ! and pray Qod to defend 

And orovm thee with His endless lore ! 
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SLEEP. 



IRACLE of murades art thou, O, wond'roui ileop I 
Alike on all doth thy soft influence falli 
And seal the cloaing eye 
01 aU created beings. 

Wrapt in thy stiU embrace men. silent rest 

From alji liieir worldly toil, and their lull'd •enieSi 

Press'd by no outward things. 

Sink into dreamy calm. 

Memory is lost, and their rich reason gone. 
But not the vital functions of the frame, 

They live more vigorous now ; 

Sweet sleep ! exhausted, ally 

Nature thou reviv'st^ and repair'st waste 
Of toil in body» and in mind worn out ; 

Fresh vigour thou renew' st 

In Nature's wearied parts. 

Gently stealing o'er the darkening eye. 
Sleep may not be resisted ; cabn it comes. 

Of sheer necessity. 

And unavoidable. 

Sleep locks the 9Qh1 in silken fetters fiAt, 

And when waking solves the chann, then be we 

Thankful to Thee, O God ! 

For rest and strextgtb. jenew'd. 





TIME. 

} EVER liTed, I nerer died, 

To keep me men have often tried ; 

J For me men often grieve and weep. 
Yet I'm going when they're asleep. 
J.' My features no one ever saw, 
■'jA No artist can my likenesa draw ; 
Though majiy tiy, 'tis all in vain, 
e of them e'er gave me pain, — 
e their works I ne'er could aee, 
r tell which best resembled me. 
Y many a one I'm paid for well, 
1 et, though I'm paid for, strange to teU, 
No one ever could me sell. 
I run my race, though I ne'er slept. 
No one e'er held me, tho' I'm kept ; 
They do the best who use me well, — 
Their great reward no one can tell. 
I run my course so fast and free, 
"When once I've passed, men can't catch me. 
I'm paid for, though not bought or sold. 
Both men and women, oft I'm told. 
Are tired of me ; yet I ne'er quit 
Their company, alive or dead, I sit 
On all of them ; to some heavy, others light. 
Yet I ne'er vary, day or night. 
Some say that I speed fast, some slow. 
Yet, I always at the same pace go. 
Whether men laugh, or cry, or sing. 
Still, there I am, the self-same thing ; 
And, though I have no wings, yet I 
Faster than Ughtmng's flash do fiy. 
1 never stand or stop to play ; 
In every weal, in every woe, 
I, like a river, endless flow. 
On, on I go, away, away ! 
Swift OS the night, swift as the day ; 
And bellsi^as often as they chime. 
Eternally ring out, — Time, Time t 



Sstrti f i«(ts. 




HTMH. 



sore distress we cry. 
While tears bedew the anxious eye; 
O, send Thy succour from above. 
And crown us with Thy saving love ! 

1^ Cleanse our hearts from worldly sin. 
Keep e\-il pasBiona from within j 
Foul emy of her barh disarm ; 
With hope our fainting spirit chum I 

Temper. O Lord, thine anger down! 
Our troubled lives with blessings crown I 
Teach us lu do whate'er is good. 
And icod us with thy heavenly food! 

In all afBictions be our friend. 
Our faniilies from ills defend; 
O, keep UB from the depths of woe, 
Thy robe of mercy o'er us throw I 

Provide, Lord ! for all our wants, 
liach soul for Thy protection p^ts; 
Resign'd, we cast our all on Thee, 
Save now, and for eternity ! 

LAMENTATIOHS OF JEREMIAH. 

Chaptee v. 



MD EPROACHES receive we at the hand of onr foes, 
^!Ky_ Yet remember, Lord ! and pity our woes ! 
'*' The land of our fathers fierce strangeta posseu, 
BefHend the poor orphans ! O, hear our distress ! 
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The Egyptians we've aided, the Assyrians we've filled. 
And for sins of Qur fathers, sons wretched were killed ; 
The servants of menials we've dragged out otir life. 
Have pity upon us, withwrong-doihg rife V 

They, Zion's fair daughters, by force carried offi 
And maids of chaste Judah they wantonly scoff; 
Our princes aloft they hung up by their hand. 
Not heeding the aged who lived in our land. 

O ceased is the music our hearts erst did^ve ! / ^**^ 
Have pity, we pray Thee, thou God of all love ! 
Disobedience is punished, O, slight not God's word! 
For vengeance will come from the hand of the Lord ! 

The mountain of Zion is duU and looks drear, 
And prowls on that hill the wild fox without fear; 
Forget not Thy people, O, in mercy forgive ! 
And say but the word, and thy nation shall live. 

Thy laws we have broken, thy wrath we've provoked. 
And to sin, and to crime, long time we've been yoked ; 
Forgiveness we crave at the hand of our God, 
Befriend us. Almighty, who rulest by Thy nod 4 



HYMN. 




'OR softer climes, and scenes of bliss. 
Who would not change a world like^this ? 
Where summer's e'er eternal roll. 
Nor sorrow trends from pole to pole. 

O ! grant us there for e'er to dwell. 
Where happiness, which none can tdil. 
For ever reigns above the sky. 
Where our Kedeemer dwells on high. 

Be this onr joy, — be this our sphere ! 
We wish to dwell no longer here ; 
Bui high above, in realms away. 
To sing God's love for endless day. 
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Join, then, "we here in songs of praise* 
Nor heed these fleeting mortal days ; 
But, as they- give us themes of love, 
To fit us for the realms abovs. 

Seek we such joys, on earth, to sing 
High anthems to our Heavenly King ; 
And so prepare us for that joy 
Where no regrets the soul annoy. 




PSALM CIV. 

I HE storm breasts on the landscape bright, 
And shows, 0;God! thy power and might; 
Millions of souls on earth are there. 
Millions of creatures in the air ; 
Millions of creatures in the sea, 
Telling they have their life from Thee ! 

Thou guidest all in search of food. 
Giving to each its real good ; 
By Thy great bounty ever fed, 
Unerring to Thy pastures led ; 
"Without Thy knowledge is not found 
To fall one sparrow to the ground. 

Celebrating, by their story. 
Thy high and everlasting glory ; 
Unknown to them, they ever fill 
The fixed purpose of Thy will — 
And shall proud man, the head of all. 
E'er cease in praise on Thee to call ? 

0» lead him, Lord, in godly ways ! 
Aiid teach him his frail voice to raise 
In chanting hymns to Thy great name, 
And keep him ever from all blame ; 
Millions of creatures tho' there be 
Telling they have their life from Thee. 

Revolving worlds speed on their way, 
And light breaks with the coming day, 
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Which with white robe does clothe the earth, 
All verdant in its heavenly birth ; 
While curtained heavens high are spread 
O'er man's vain, frail, and lowly head. 

The sun up-rises and away 
Far sheds his bright life-giving ray, 
And tints, with gorgeous colours fair, 
The misty clouds in ambient air ; 
Richly on earth falls sounding shower, 
A token of God's lore and power. 

HOSEAXIV.,-5. 

HEN far through eether o'er the earth distills the 

dewy tide, 
And day again o'er Nature's works doth gloriously 
preside ; 
God sends the dew on the broad lands, Himself the soul's 

bright dew, 
O, may this gift of His great love our faltering faith renew I 

All faintinghearts revive again, when mom breaks forth in light. 
And laughs Aurora's beaming face, when spent the darksome 

night; 
Thy dew, 0, Lord, to us impart, we'll ever Thee adore ! 
For Thy gift of grace and mercy falls on every distant shore. 

High on mountain's dizzy top, or low on level plain. 
Softly its fleecy drops down fall on heath or loaded grain ; 
All through the juicy night it falls, and fruit with nectar swells. 
And Nature waxes big again in all her inmost cells. 

While this great orb in majesty rolls on her rapid way. 
The dew on green leaf shimmers far, and dances on each spray; 
And- from the fragrant, lovely flowers sweet odours fill the air. 
Then why should man, since God presides, e'er wantonly 
despair. 
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